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EDWARD JERNINGHAM, Eſq; 


-S I R, | 
Y OUR elegant and pathetic 


Poems not only entitle You 
to the Applauſe of the Public 
in general, but likewiſe to the 
more peculiar Approbation of 
the Female Sex in particular, 
In the Name, then, of that Sex, 
permit me thus publickly to 
thank you ; and as the beſt Proof 
I can give you of my Eſteem, 
let me requeſt you to accept the 

Guardian- 
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Guardianſhip of my Fanny Mea- 


dor. The Approbation which 


you have given of her Sentiments 
and Conduct in private, induces 


me to hope, that her public Re- 


ception will neither contradict 
the Judgment of her Guardian, 
nor the Wiſhes of her Parent. 


I am, Sir, 
with real Eſteem, 


Your obliged humble Servant, 


MARIA SUSANNA CooPER, 
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I. ET TER II. 
Grone WALLACE, Efq, to Lord 
| KRorrand. f 


EL L., my Biel, may 1 
yet congratulate you on being 


enliſted under Cupid's Banner, or do 
you e ſtill defy him, and all his Artil- 


lery? You remember your Promiſe; 
I am to be your Confidant, I am 
Vor. I. oo very 
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very impatient for the important 
Truſt, Let me tell you, the Cha- 

racter of a rational Lover is a very 
difficult one to ſuſtain. For my own 
part, I am often in Love, but ſeldom 
rational, The Women, in general, 
endeavour to pleaſe ſo much. by Ex- 
ternals, that they neglect the Inte- 
rior. You deſpiſe mere Regularity of 
Feature, you have often ſaid; now, tho? 
I don't think it at all contemptible, 
yet I do not deem it quite ſo all-ſuffi- 
cient as ſome pretty Ladies imagine. 
J have been in Company with reign- 
ing Beauties, and tho' I have gazed 
with Delight till my Eyes have miſled 
my Heart, I have wiſhed for a little 
Regale of my mental Taſte. Thank 
Heaven, your Fortune enables you to 
pay the Debt to Merit, whenever 
your Heart becomes ſenſible of it, 
tho” its Poſſeſſor may have no other 
Recommendation. I expect from you 
to 
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to ſupport the Character of Huſband 
and Father, as you have hitherto diſ- 
charged the earlier Duties of Life. 
No Batchelorian Schemes, I intreat. 
You owe to your Family the Addition 
of a Conſort, who would perpetuate 
your Name and your Virtues. Lady 
Sarah M—— wiſhes, I believe, to 
inſpire you with Senſibility. She be- 
trays her Inclination, by attempting 
to diſguiſe it. She praiſes, deſpiſes, 
and ridicules your Sentiments in the 
ſame moment. She is a fine Woman, 
and univerſally called an accompliſh- 
ed one ; but with all her Attractions, 
Lady Sarah is not the Woman I wiſh 
ſhould ever become the Wife of Lord 
Rutland. Her Qualifications are 
more ſhewy than intrinſic. She has 
not the Mind I wiſh your Wife to 
poſſeſs. No more, therefore, of Lady 
Sarah, I have looked round amongſt 
the Nobility, Many of them are 

B 2 eſteemed 
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eſteemed amiable, and really there 


are good Qualities diffuſed through a 
Number, which muſtall center in one, 


to form the Lady of your Choice. | 
Look about you, chuſe for yourſelf, | 


and reſign your Liberty for a more 
plealing Bondage. If I had the Re- 
quiſites for Matrimony which diſtin- 
guiſh you, I would chuſe my Mate, 
and I think be as conſtant as a Tur- 
tle. But knowing my own natural 
Inconſtancy, and having been unfor- 
tunate in my Likings, I moſt proba- 
bly ſhall continue to be 


Your ſolitary, 


but truly friendly, 


E ET: 


G. WALLACE. 
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LETTER. 


| Lord RuTLAND to Gro. Wal- 
is LACE, Ei; 


WELL are the ſtrongeſt Advocate 
- 8 for Matrimony, of any Per- 
ic ſon I ever knew, whoſe Practice ſo 
evidently contradicts his Principles. 
—Pr'ythee, dear George, be not ſo very 
it anxious to precipitate thy Friend into 
. Ja State, the Happineſs of which de- 

pends on © Mutuality of Soul.” I 
own to you, I think Marriage moſt 
adapted to ſecure the Felicity of that 
compound Being, Man, but in gene- 
ral the Image of God ſeems to be de- 
faced in the human Species; for, 
alas! the Degeneracy extends to his 
choiceſt Workmanſhip, Woman. To 
the Idols Pleaſure and Grandeur, 
both Sexes ſacrifice their Time and 
their Duty. I wiſh to enter into an 


. B 3 Engage. 


Fanny Mxapows 5 


2 


6 The HIS. TOR YF 


Engagement for Life, but the Bands 
of Matrimony are now become very 
diſſoluble The Ladies ſlip their con- 
jugal Chain, and diſclaim all Sub- 
jection but what wears the Semblance 
of Freedom. The Sexes ſeem to have 


changed Characters. The Ladies 


chuſe to reſign their natural Softneſs, 
and ſtrut with the unbluſhing Air of 
maſculine Effrontery; while the Men 
affect the ſwimming Gait, the gentle 
Voice of feminine Delicacy. How 


do the tender Sex deprive themſelves 


of the Tribute of Reſpect due to Fe- 
male Excellencies, by thus deſerting 


their proper Sphere! Oh, Wallace, my 


Heart pants to gain an Intereſt in 
ſome gentle Breaſt, the Repoſitory of 
every ſecret Care, the ſure Aſylum 
under every Diſtreſs. I ſhould be 
the moſt miſerable of human Beings, 
if I did not find in a Wife, the Friend, 
who would be as my own Soul—QOur 


Joys 


0 
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Joys ſhould be exalted by Reciproca- 
tion; I would endeavour to ſteal a- 
way every Grief, Except in this 
Particular, I wiſh not to have a ſepa- 
rate Thought—Such a State prepares 
for Heaven. My Friend! I do not 
call it Liberty to expatiate at large 
in the wide Field of luxuriant Ima- 
gination, but to become the Votary 
of Reaſon and Religion—You find I 
am half in Love already, tho? with 
the mere Creation of my Fancy; I 
will endeavour to find the Original of 
this delightful Picture, and if I ſuc- 
ceed, ſhe ſhall reign unrivaled in the 


Heart of 
Your truly affectionate 


RUTLAND. 
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EET TE 


Lord RurLAND to GEORGE Wal- 
LACE, Ex; 


* have often raillied me, dear 

George, on my Inſenſibility, and 
wiſhed to ſee me captivated : Per- 
haps when you read the Tale I ſhall 
diſcloſe, you will pronounce me en- 
tangled. But if I know my own 
Heart, it has yet entertained no 
Sentiments but thoſe of Admiration 
and Compaſſion. 

My Aunt Caſtleton left Town ſoon 
after you quitred it; I accompanied 
her Part of the Way, and we were 
arrived at the Inn where we were 
to part: Having conducted her to 
an Apartment, I went down to ſpeak 
to a Gentleman of my Acquaintance, 
whom I ſaw alight from a Stage 
Coach. As ſoon as the firſt Civili- 

tles 
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ties were over; I have happened of 
an odd Adventure this Morning, 
ſaid he; I came with one of the 
moſt charming Girls I ever ſaw, but 
one of the moſt melancholy and re- 
ſerved : Her Mother is with her, 

and ſeems to be quite of a different 
Character. She is deſirous of per- 
ſuading the ſweet Creature to reliſh 
ſome Scheme of Life which at pre- 
ſent is quite diſagreeable to her, but 
ſhe cannot effect her Purpoſe. She 
gets no Anſwer but Sighs and Tears. 
I hope we ſhall be better acquainted.” 


This Account excited in me Com- 
miſeration for the fair Sufferer, I 
knew that Mr. Fuller was gay to 
exceſs, and where he liked, would 
not ſcruple to tranſgreſs the Bounds - 
of Honour. I feared for the young 
Lady, and could not help intreating 


my Aunt to ſee her, and to learn 
: trom 
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from herſelf the Cauſe of her Diſtreſs. 
She accordingly enquired for the 
Company who came in the Coach, 
and hearing that the Perſon for 
whom we intereſted ourſelves was 
walking alone in the Garden, my 
Aunt went immediately in ſearch of 
her, and ſoon perceived her, Her 
Dreſs was only a white Callico Gown, 
her Linen coarſe and plain; a large 
Hat concealed her Face. Her 
Handkerchief was at her Eyes, and 
the was ſo loſt in Thought, that ſhe 
ſtarted when my Aunt accoſted her, 
and in the tendereſt Manner enquired 
into the Occaſion of her Uneaſineſs, 
offering her all the Afiitance in 
her Power. The young Perſon, 
without raiſing her Eyes from the 
Ground, thanked her in a gentle 
tremnlous Tone, but told her, the 
Nature of her Sufferings was ſuch 
2s could not be alleviated. Her 
NE Grizk 
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Grief then became audible, notwith- 
ſtanding her Endeavours to ſuppreſs 
it, and my Aunt, ſhocked at the 
ſight, intreated that ſhe would attend 
her to a private Room, where they 
might conſult on the Means of aſſiſting 
her. The young Woman ſtood 
irreſolute for ſeveral Minutes; at laſt, 
railing her Head, Oh! Madam, ſaid 
ſhe, how you diſtreſs the wretched. 
Fanny Meadows by your Goodneſs. — 
Yet, circumſtanced as I am, ſurely 
it cannot be blameable to ſolicit your 
Advice, I will attend you.” 


They returned to the Room my 
Aunt had choſen, and ſhe begged 
Miſs Meadows's Confidence, repeat- 
ing her Aſſurance of Aſſiſtance. The 
amiable Girl was ſilent, and her 
Countenance expreſſed the Agitation 
of her Mind. My Aunt again urged 
her, Come, my dear Miſs Meadows, 

NS ſaid 
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ſaid ſhe, the Time of our Conference 
muſt be ſhort, as the Coach in which 


you came will ſoon be ready,” — Theſe 


Words determined her to ſpeak: 
„Never, Madam, replied ſhe, may I 
enter that Coach again, for if I be 
compelled to ir, my Heart forebodes 


_ Greadfu} Conlogyences.” — What do 


you fear, Miſs ? returned my Aunt; is 
not your Mother with you“ “ Ah! 
Madam, anfwered ſhe— then topping 
a while, and claſping her Hands with 
Emotion—What you imagine to be 
my S.cuzity is the true Cauſe of 
my Apprehenſions. My Mother will 
Letray me! Dilſtrets of Circumſtances, 
2 Deſire of Affluence, have reconcil- 
cher to a Sacrifice ſhocking beyond 
Erpief ion!“ — Is it poſſible, my 


Dear? Can a Parent be ſo loſt to Duty, 


and all Senſe of Shame ? What was 
your Situation in Life? — My Birth, 
Madam, is mean; my Father was 
only 
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only a Farmer. He has been dead 

ſome Months. We have Known 

great Diſtreſs ſince his Death, My 

Mother was quite at a Loſs what 

Way of Life to purſue, when a Siſter 

of her's, who lives with a Lady in 

= London, deſired her to go to Town, 

and promiſed to procure me a Place, 

| and to provide for her. This was 

the Information my Mother gave me, 

| and ſhe prepared for the Journey. 

I rejoiced at a Scheme which would 
give me an Opportunity not only of 
relieving my Mother from any Suf- 
fering on my Account, but of cor- 
tributing to her future Eaſe, Judge 
then, Madam, the Surprize, the 
Shock, I felt, when this Morning; 
ſhe told me—The Place ſhe had pro- 5 
cured for me was—that of Miſtreſs 
to a Nobleman, who would ſettle 

gan Annuity on her, and, allow me 

ſufficient to anſwer the Appearance 

f | 115 
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his Dignity required—My Chariot— 
two Footmen — Diamonds — every 
thing that was thought neceſſary to 
excite female and youthful Vanity 
was mentioned, but my Heart ſpurns 


the horrid Propoſal; I have thrown 


myſelf at my Mother's Feet—I have 
wept, intreated to return to Poverty 
with Innocence; but ſhe is deaf to 
my Prayers. What will, what can 
become of me? And how deplorable 
would be the Situation of that 
Mother, who owed her Affluence to 
her Daughter's Guilt?“ 


Here ſhe threw herſelf at my 
Aunr's Feet. * Oh! Madam, ſhe cried, 
fave me, for the Almighty's Sake 
ſave me.” She could add no more; 
my Aunt was deeply affected. Good 
God! my Dear, faid ſhe, how I 
pity you: Bur be comforted, You 
ſhall not go to Lendeon, You ſhall 
live 
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live with me.—Do you like this, my 
ſweet Girl?” She eagerly kiſſed my 
Aunt's Hand: With You, Madam, 
did you ſay? Will you take Com- 
paſſion on a poor, friendleſs, obſcure 
Girl? —Then pauſing—You know 
nothing of me but from Appear- 
ances. Indeed, indeed, Madam, I 
am innocent.“ I am convinced of 
it, anſwered my Aunt—but what ſhall 
we do about your Mother ??—*< I will - 
talk with her, Madam, ſaid ſhe, 
perhaps ſhe will hear Reaſon; but 


I am determined I will refuſe to go 
any further. 


Mrs. Meadows was ſent for, and 
| the Matter explained. —She was ex- 


tremely confuſed, heſitated, would 


have drawn away her Daughter, but 
was prevented. She was ſoon ſum- 
moned to the Coach. Miſs Meadows 
wept, again attempted to prevail on 

her 
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her Mother to return to the Country | 
from whence ſhe came, promiſing | 
to endeavour to ſupport her. My 
Aunt aſſured her, that if it was 
more agreeable to her Inclination, | 
her Daughter ſhould continue with | 
her, and ſhe would aſſiſt Mrs. | 
Meadows in any honeſt Means of | 


Subſiſtence: But the unhappy 
Woman, loſt to Goodneſs, was not 
to be perſuaded: She haſtily left the 
Room, threw herſelf into the Coach, 
and left Miſs Meadows in a Situation 
not to be deſcribed. 


My Aunt ſent for me, the Din- 
ner ſhe had ordered being ready, 


Miſs Meadows's Appearance prepoſ- 


ſeſſed me in her Favour, Her Fea- 
tures are not perhaps exactly regular, 
but there is ſuch a becoming Senſi— 
bility in her fine Eyes, ſuch glowing 
Delicacy diffuſed over her ſweet 

Coun- 
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Countenance, that it is impoſſible to 
behold her without tender Admira- 
tion. The Uneaſineſs ſhe till felt on 
W parting from her Mother, the Trial 
which occaſioned this Neceſſity, the 
Obligations ſhe was under to my 
. Aunt's Goodneſs; all theſe Emotions 
f | operated too powerfully to be ſup- 
ported, and ſhe funk back in her 
CT Chair in a Swoon. I think I never 
was ſo much affected. It was not 
merely her Perſon, but her Diſtreſs 
chiefly which influenced me in her 
Favour. I affiſted my Aunt in re- 
povering her, and our Cares were ſoon 
' ; n by Succeſs. She opened 
er Eyes, ſhed a Flood of Tears, and 
5 hen gratefully kiſſing my Aunt's 
4 and, How, Madam, (ſaid ſhe,) 
n I expreſs the Senſe I have of your 
Woodneſs! To you too, Sir, my 
| hanks are due for your Solicitude ; 
Nut here I am ſo much obliged, that 
3 6 | del. 


16 The His tory of 

her Mother to return to the Country 
from whence ſhe came, promiſing 
to endeavour to ſupport her. My 
Aunt aſſured her, that if it was 
more agreeable to her Inclination, 
her Daughter ſhould continue with 
her, and ſhe would aſſiſt Mrs, 
Meadows in any honeſt Means of 
Subſiſtence: But the unhappy 
Woman, loſt to Goodneſs, was not 
to be perſuaded: She haſtily left the 
Room, threw herſelf into the Coach, 
and left Miſs Meadows in a Situation 
not to be deſcribed. 


My Avant ſent for me, the Din- 
ner ſhe had ordered being ready, 
Miſs Meadows's Appearance prepof- | 
ſeſſed me in her Favour, Hler Fea- 
tures are not perhaps exactly regular, 
but there is ſuch a becoming Senſi— 
bility in her fine Eyes, ſuch glowing 
PEE diffuſed over her ſweet 

Coun- 
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Countenance, that it is impoſſible to 
behold her without tender Admira- 
tion, The Uneaſineſs ſhe (till felt on 
parting from her Mother, the Trial 
which occaſioned this Neceſſity, the 
Obligations ſhe was under to my 
Aunt's Goodneſs ; all theſe Emotions 
operated too powerfully to be ſup- 
ported, and ſhe ſunk back in her 
Chair in a Swoon. I think I never 
was ſo much affected. It was not 
merely her Perſon, but her Diſtreſs 
chiefly which influenced me in her. 
Favour, I aſſiſted my Aunt in re- 
covering her, and our Cares were ſoon 
rewarded by Succeſs, She opened 
her Eyes, ſhed a Flood of Tears, and 
then gratefully kiſſing my Aunt's 
Hand, How, Madam, (ſaid ſhe,) 
can Iexpreſs the Senſe I have of your 
Goodneſs! To you too, Sir, my 
Thanks are due for your Solicitude ; 


but here I am ſo much obliged, that 
e I deſ- 
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I deſpair.”—* No more, my Dear, 
interrupted my Aunt, I inſiſt upon 
your Silence on that Subject, but tell 
me how you acquired ſuch a ſettled 
Abhorrence of Vice, when your Mo- 
ther's Principles might naturally have 
diſpoſed you to it. Virtue, indeed, 

may be the Growth of every Soil, 
but where there have been no Pains 
taken to cultivate it, it is not likely 
to flouriſh. Your's, my Dear, 1s or- 
namented Virtue.?—*©* Ah! Madam, 
anſwered ſhe, I have had Advantages 
which would leave me inexcuſable, 
if I had not profited by them.”— 
A young Lady, who lived near my 
Father's Cottage, ſaw ſomething in 
me that pleaſed her, and infiſted on 
my being her conſtant Companion 
whenever my Mother did not -want 
me as her Aſſiſtant. Never was there 
a more amiable Woman, From her 
I learned all that is valuable in me. 
Ho 
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How I lament the Neceſſity that 
parted us! Her Father's declining 
Health obliged him to go to the South 
of France, and my excellent Friend 
is gone with him. Had ſhe conti- 
nued in the Country, I ſhould not 
have ſuffered, perhaps, as I have done, 
; Her Friendſhip was to me a conſtant 
: Source of the moſt rational Delight. 
5 I Exprefiion falls far ſhort of what I 
feel, yet I could not help enlarging 
1, upon the Subject. — As to my poor 
Mother, indeed, Madam, ſhe was a 
e, good Wife, and a kind Parent, till 
— Poverty on one Hand, and the Offer 
of Affluence on the other, weakened 
her Reſolution. My ſweet young 
Friend left England before my Fa- 
ther's Death, which happened about 
two Months ſince; I have not ac- 
quainted her with it, as I knew not 
where to direct to her. 


C2 My 
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My Aunt embraced Miſs Meadows 
tenderly, and promiſed to protect 
and ſupport her. She then ordered 
her Chariot, and I took my Leave 
of them — with Reluctance, I own 
to you; but as I had not propoſed to | 
g0 any farther, I was certain my Aunt 8 
would have imputed a Change of 
Meaſures to a new-born Paſſion, and 
yet if ſhe had, J affure you ſhe would 
have conjectured more than I felt; 
for though J admire, pity, and reve- 
rence Miſs Meadows, I am yet a 
Stranger to Love. 


What a Mother, Wallace, has this 
amiable Girl! How can any one fo 
entirely diveſt herſelf of maternal 
Tenderneſs, be ſo loſt to all the Calls 
of Humanity, every Dictate of Chriſti- 
anity, as to ſacrifice a Child, an In- 
nocent! Thanks to Providence, that 
directed us to the Place, and that in- 
ſpired 
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ſpired my Aunt with the Determina- 


tion of ſaving ſuch exalted, and en- 
dangered Virtue! 


My Heart is free, George, abfo- 


Y lutely free. Learn to place a Guard 
upon your's. Can you never admire 


without Paſſion ? We will endeavour 
to form no Attachments but ſuch as 
Reaſon ſhall approve. 


I am 
| Yours ſincerely, 


RUTLAND. 
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LETTER. 


Fanny MA DOwS % Lucy Mi1LLEs:/ 


M Y Dear Lucy expected from me 

a Deſcription of the Charms of 
London, and of my particular Hap- 
pineſs in being placed amidft them. 
Ah! my Friend, I was indeed invited 
to ſhare them in a much higher De- 
oree than I ever had Reaſon to ex- 
pect. Does not your gay ambitious 
Heart flutter for me ? Happy Girl! 
methinks J hear you ſay ! But do not 
Judge too haſtily, nor from Appear- 
ances. What was to have been the 
Sacrifice? Virtue, I was to have 
been the Miſtreſs of a Nobleman. 
The Right Honourable Peer would 
have condeſcended to a poor Cottager. 
J was told that he would deign to 
enoble my Meanneſs. What an Ab- 
Ule 
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uſe of Language! I had ſufficient 
Strength of Mind to reſiſt the Tempt- 
ation, Believe me, my Dear, when I 
call Heaven to witneſs, the Struggle 
did not ariſe from my Fondnefs of 
Grandeur, but from the Oppoſition 
of my Mother. Alas! ſhe was in- 
toxicated by the Propoſal. She en- 
deavoured to engage my Imagination, 
by deſcribing, in the moſt dazzling 
Colours, the Splendours I was de- 
ſired to accept; I can't expreſs the 
Shock it gave me, when I found all 
Hopes of ſupporting my Mother and 
myſelf, by virtuous Induſtry, fruſtrat- 


ed. I claim no Merit in refuſing 


Greatneſs ; I practiſed no Self-denial. 
My Heart never was attracted by 
Finery or Pomp. You know I never 
choſe to be admitted into the Com- 
pany who viſited my dear Miſs Percy, 
tho? ſhe often ſolicited me. I enjoyed 

C 4 her 
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her Converſation ; we read, we work- 
ed, we walked together, but I always 
refuſed to ſhare the Society of her 
Equals in Rank. Ah! how few are 
equal to her in Goodneſs! 


My Mother reſerved the ſhocking 
Information till we reached the Stage 
where we breakfaſted. Horrid Tale! 
My Heart was ſo oppreſſed, that I 
could ſcarcely ſpeak a Word all the 
Way from R—— to C——. A young 
Gentleman in the Coach was very at- 
tentive to me, but (pardon the ſeem- 
ing Vanity) his Looks ſhewed more of 
Paſſion than Pity, His Diſcourſe was 
offenſive to Delicacy, and my Mother 
did not diſcourage it. Perhaps ſhe 
hoped it would inſenſibly allure me 
to the Choice of ſplendid Guilt, Oh! 
filial Love, how doſt thou ſuffer ! 
When we ſtopped at Dinner, J haſten- 
ed into the Garden to indulge my 

Sorrows, 
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Sorrows, and to think of ſome Means 
| of eſcaping the Snares laid for me. 
Whilſt I was walking, half diſtracted 
with Apprehenſions, a Lady, who had 
heard my Diſtreſs frou the Fellow 
Traveller who: had alarmed me, came 
to me, enquired into my Story, of- 
fered me her Protection, and infiſted 
on my Mother's leaving me with her, 
promiſing to aſſiſt her if ſhe would 
return home. I wept, intreated, but 
in vain. Poor dear unhappy deceived 
Woman, ſhe left me in Reſentment. 
Had it been my Life ſhe had re- 
queſted, inſtead of my Virtue, I would 
have given it up with Joy to have 
made her happy; but could ſhe be 
really happy it her Daughter choſe to 
be wicked? And was there no other 
Alternative than ſtarving by Virtue, 
or becoming rich by a Crime ? Oh! 
I would have endured any Labour, 
any Hardſhip, rather than ſhe ſhould 

have 
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have wanted Neceſſaries, but I could 
not haye confirmed her ſad Choice. 


What did I ſuffer when we parted! 
But could I have done otherwiſe, 
my Lucy: ? My kind Benefactreſs 
introduced me to her Nephew, an 
amiable young Nobleman. With | 
what tender Compaſſion did he join 
with his Aunt, in endeavouring to 
ſooth my Affliction! My Spirits could 
not ſupport it. I fainted. Lord 
Rutland aſſiſted me; but how diffe- 
rent was his Manner from that of 
the Gentleman with whom I had 
'travelled! *Fwas true Benevolence, 
unaffected Sympathy. He ſoon took 
Leave of us, as he was only to 
attend his Aunt part of the Journey. 

I am now at ——, with a Mrs. 
Caſtleton, who ſtudies to amuſe me, 
and diſſipate my Melancholy. But 
can I be chearful? Is it poſſible for 

me 
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me to forget my Mother's Change 
of Sentiment? No, my Lucy, it 


is not poſſible. Mrs. Caſtleton treats 
me as her Companion, as her Friend. 


Her Woman being about to leave 
her, I have begged that ſhe would 
accept my Services in her Place, 
but ſhe will not hear of it. I have 
obtained Permiſſion to work for her, 


and as her Eyes are bad, ſhe likes 


my reading to her, and talks of 
employing me to write for her, I 
ſhall rejoice to be ſerviceable to her 
in every Reſpect I am capable, and 
ſhould enjoy my Situation, if my 
Mother was in her little Cottage. 


My Benefactreſs would have been 


much too liberal; but I have ſet ſome 
Bounds to her Goodneſs. She would 
not hear of leſs, nor would I accept 
of more than 1ol. a Year, and I have 
promiſed her, that if I can prevail 


upon my poor dear Mother to be 
recon- 
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reconciled to me, and to give up her 
Scheme, I will apply to her for what 
may be neceſſary for her Support. 


This, my dear Lacy, is the Reſult 
of my Journey. You thought me 
a happy Mortal, and I was ſatisfied 
with my Proſpects. Short-ſighted 
Creatures! But I thank Heaven for 
preſerving me from Guilt, and for 
conducting me to this Place of Safety. 
Farewell! be contented with your 
Country Life.—If it has not the 
Pleaſures you wiſh to partake, it has 
thoſe which are more innocent, and 
it is free from the Dangers with 
winch Lenden abounds, You will 
nat now, ſurely, call me your 700 
grave Friend, for I write only what 
I find to be true. Cuſtom and 
Faſhion were both mentioned as Rea- 
fons for my Compliance. Think 
yourſclr happy, then, my dear Lucy, 

Aich 
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T and inſtead of wiſhing to live in 

8 London, conſent to become Mr. Fef- 

| fery's Wife, and ſettle in your native 

Place. This Advice proceeds ftom 
the Heart of 


EPF 


Your ever faithful and affectionate 


FRANCES MEA Dows. 


„ 
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.. E I TER V. 


Lucy MiLtLEs o FANNY 
Maos. 


15 Pity you very much, my dear 


Fanny. You have ſuffered a vaſt 
deal, and you have ſhewn yourſelf a 
truly virtuous Girl. I doubt I ſhould 
not have behaved ſo well. What! 
you was to have had a Chariot, and 
Servants, and fine Cloaths, and Jew- 
els What pity that you could not 


have all theſe, and be innocent. I 


could not have thought your Mother 
would have aſked you to do a wrong 
thing. — But ſure if ſo many people 
who have lived a long time in Lon- 
don, and muſt know a great deal 
of the World, do live in ſuch a 
Manner, if it is the Faſhion, as 


you fay, and the Cufeom, why it 


can't 
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can't be ſo wrong as we have 
thought it. We are poor ignorant 
Creatures in the Country ſo far from 
Town. You indeed, by being with 
Miſs Piercy, have learned a good 
deal of what polite People do; but 
then ſhe did not love London, and 
might not mix much with very 
faſhionable Company when ſhe was 
there, Now, my Dear, after all, 
don't you think it would be better 
to be the Miſtreſs of a Lord, than 
the Wife of ſuch a one as Jobn 
Feffery? I don't know whether you 
will be pleaſed with me, and I am 
half afraid of writing my Mind fo 
freely, but when I hear you have 
had ſuch Offers, and that your 
Mother would have perſuaded you 
to accept them, and that ether 
People, and very genteel People, do 
not think 'tis a Fault, why I wiſh 
you to think a little more about 

it, 
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it. Perhaps teo, yon may have 
ſuch another Propofal ; for this Lord 
Rutland, very likely, tho* he ſeemed 
only to pity you, may be in Love 
with you, and as you ſeem to like 
him, I beg that you would conſider 
of the Matter, that you may be | 
prepared with an Anſwer, —I durſt 
not have ſaid ſo much to you, 
for tho' I love you, yet I fear 
you too; I have always thought 
you vaſtly better than myſelf, and 
I believe your being ſo much with 
Miſs Piercy is the Reaſon, for you 
mult be improved by her Diſcourſe, 
Don't think I mean that you were 
ever proud, and gave yourlelf any 
Airs, for I never ſaw any one more 
humble. To be ſure, you have 
had Lovers enough (tho' indeed 
they were ſorry Creatures, the beſt 
of them) to make moſt Girls vain, 
Don't be angry, but think of what 

] have 


e 
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| I have wrote, Excuſe this poor 


Scrawl. You know I am not much 
uſed to writing Letters, tho* you 
took a great deal of Pains to teach 
me a tolerable Hand. Believe that 
I am, my dear "—_ | 


Tour ever affectionate 


Lucy MiLLEs. 


Vol.. I, | D | L E T- 
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LETTER VI. 


Fanny Mtapows 10 Luc 7? 
MILLES.- 


- 


1 159540 to find you ſtill love me, 
my dear Lucy, and yet your 
Letter gave me more Pain than 
Pleaſure. You are ſo dazzled with 
the Tinſel of Finery and Grandeur, 
that you will not attempt to diſtin- 
guiſh between Virtue and Faſhion. 
You would follow a Multitude to 
do Evil; or, I ſhould rather ſay, 
you think the Great and Polite can- 
not do amiſs. Oh! my Dear, you 
know better, if you would place 
things in a proper Light. You 
love Mr. Jeffery; would you conſent 
to live with him as a Miſtreſs? He 
can make you no Return, you ſay, 
for the Sacrifice, Does Virtue bear 
a Price, 
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a Price, then, and may it be parted 
with for an Equipage and Shew ? 
Are theſe Equivalents ? — If you 
would not give up Virtue from 


Tenderneſs, and Affection, could 


you be prevailed upon to reſign 
it from mercenary Moti ves. What 
has Faſhion or Cuſtom to do with 
the Duties of Life? If the genteel 
Part of the World act right, let us 
imitate them; if they err, ſhall we 
part from our Reaſon, and offend 


againſt our Duty, from mere Com- 


plaiſance ? No, my Lucy, unhappy 
and very faulty is ſhe who tranſgreſſes 
Virtue from the Violence of Love; 
but -much more wretched and cri- 


minal is ſhe who forſakes it, to 


gratify a Paſſion for Wealth and 
Splendour. e. 


As for Love, I never felt its 
Power. You think that Lord Rut- 
D 2 land 


36 Th His Tor of 

land may make me ſenſible of it; 
but I owed his Aſſiſtance to his 
Compaſſion only, I will anſwer for 
it, and I ſhould not have ſo good 
an Opinion of him, if I thought 
otherwiſe of the Motive of his 
Actions. A Woman in Love, I 
have often heard, is wholly in the | 
Power of the Man ſhe loves; God 
knows how I ſhould behave if I was 
ſo, but I ptay to be preſerved from 
any Attachment, which would en- 
danger my Duty, and my Peace. 


1 have written to my Mother, 
but have received no Anſwer. This | 
is a Weight upon my Mind. As 
to Mrs. Caſtleton, her Goodneſs to 
me increaſes every Day. I endeavour 
to aſſume Chearfulneſs, leſt ſhe ſhould 
ſuſpect me of Ingratitude; but, in- 
deed, ſhe kindly allows for my Si- 
tuation, and often converſes with 
me 
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me on the Subject neareſt my Heart. 
I am working her a Suit of Muſlin 
but leſt I ſhould indulge my Thoughts 
too much, ſhe interrupts me, to de- 
fire I would go on with ſome enter- | 
taining Book. My Obligations to 
her are inexpreſſible. 


You ſay nothing of Mr. Jeffery. 
Indeed you can't do better than to 
oblige your Father and Mother, and, 
I may ſay, indulge your own real 
Inclination, by marrying him.—He 
is a very good young Man, and, I 
dare ſay, will make an excellent Huſ- 
band. Do, my Dear, reſolve upon 
it, let me know your happy Day, and 
you will give real Joy to 


Your ſincerely affectionate 


Fanny MEapows, 
a 


Ds LET: 


Ee 


38 The HISTORY of 


I. E TT ERM WM. 


Fanny Mr apows to Mrs. 
MEA DOs. 


2 would not my deareft 
Mother conſent to remain in 
our peaceful Cottage, and to grant to 
her Child the Satisfaction of ſupport- 
ing her? Let me hope that you will 
pardon my Importunity in intreating 
that you would leave London, and 
not be indebted for the ſmalleſt Re- 
lief to the Perſon, who could propoſe 
to rob you of your Daughter's Vir- 
tue. I know you wiſhed to raiſe me 
to a higher Rank in Life, but J have 
not the leaſt Inclination to become 
great, nor indeed do I ſee how any 
one can juſtly be called ſo who is not 
truly good, I always loved Retire- 
ment, and enjoyed the Puties of my 

humble 


— 9 — Y' 
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humble Station. You were formerly 
contented with our Manner of Life, 
and I had, no Fears but that Illneſs 
ſhould deprive me of the Power of 
working for our Maintenance; tho 
I did not give Way to theſe Fears, 
as it would have ſhewn a blameable 
Diſtruſt of Providence. My kind, 
my generous Benefactreſs, offered to 
ſupport you, and ſhe has promiſed 
to indulge me, by placing you in a 
pretty neat Cottage of her's, which 
is ready furniſhed. Do, my beloved, 
my deareſt Mother, accept this Pro- 
poſal. The little Hut is not 2 


ter of a Mile diſtant. 


What can ſplendid Vice offer more 
than we can enjoy with humble Vir- 
tue. My excellent Patroneſs has, by 
her Liberality, prevented my Appre- 
henſions of Want. She is all Good- 
neſs. Write to me immediately; 

| D 4 dear 
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dear Mother, relieve my Anxiety ; for 
our Separation, and the Cauſe of 
it, wound very ſenſibly the Heart of 


Your ever dutiful 


and affectionate 


bo 
Frances MEaDows, 


LE T- 


nd. Wd | Vu". JA&t 


82 


or | 
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LETTER VII. 


Mrs. CAS TLETON to Lord Rur- 
Ee LAND. | 


* 


1 Expected to have ſeen you before 
this Time, my dear Nephew. You 


told me that a Month ſhould be the 
| longeſt Time of your delaying your 


Viſit; yet it is more than two ſince 
we parted. I beg I may ſee you in 


a Week; Mr. Morgan has been down 


more than a Fortnight, and wonders 
you are not arrived, 


My amiable Ruſtic is become very 
dear to me. She is a truly pious, 
virtuous, and diſcreet young Creature: 
She does not chuſe to ſee any Com- 
pany, and particularly avoids being 
ſeen by any young Gentlemen: Mr. 
Morgan ſent in his Name the other 

5 Day, 


"42 The His Tory of. 


Day, and when I told the Servant h 

to ſhew him up, ſhe roſe immediately. 8 

J aſked her if ſhe would not ſtay?—- 1i 

5 Do not think me vain, Madam, tl 

(anſwered ſhe,) becauſe I am fearful, v 

My peculiar Situation endangers me; Nc. 

Youth and Novelty are Charms tof 

the other Sex.” I made no Objections 

to her going, and ſhe retired. She 

muſt have made great Advantage of 

her Opportunities, for ſhe reads juſtly, 
works elegantly, writes a fine Hand, 

and an eaſy Stile. Her Mother's 

Depravity ſits heavy upon her : She 

has written to her, but heard nothing 

from her. This has increaſed her 

Affliction, yet ſhe tries to appear 
chearful, that her Grief may not Ml i 
affect, nor be troubleſome to me. ¶ t 
She is really a moſt amiable Creature. 11 
The Servants love her exceedingly. MW v 
E 


2 


— 


r r 


She is always deſirous of, obliging 
them, works for them, and endears 
herſelf 
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S herſelf to them by a thouſand little 


Services. As a Proof of her Humi- 
lity and- Kindneſs I muſt give you 
the following Inſtance. I generally 
walk, you know, every Evening. I 
called for Fanny laft Night, but ſhe 
was not to be found. I looked for 
her all over the Garden; at laſt, 
paſſing thro? the Grove by the Milk- 
ing Yard, I obſerved my Fanny 
buſily employed in Milking ; I called 
her, and ſhe told me, that poor 
Betty had been taken ill, and did 
not know how to finiſh her Employ- 
ment, therefore ſhe had offered to 
aſſiſt her. I was delighted with her 
compaſſionate Diſpoſition, and went 
into the Yard, where I was charmed 
to obſerve her Readineſs in the 
Diſcharge of the Office ſhe had 
undertaken. — She is exactly the Com- 


panion J wanted. 


As 
0 


dab” 
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As you know I don't love writ. 
ing, you will excuſe a ſhort Letter 
from 


PO L 
Your truly affectionate Aunt, 
c 
0 
MARIANNE CASTLETON. a. 
in 
01 
| al 


Ter 


L E T. 


5 
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LETTER; 


Tord RUTLAND to GkORCGCE War- 


LACE, Eſq; 


_ I muſt be particular, my dear 


Wallace, in my Account of the 
amiable Fanny Meadows, and you 
inſiſt upon hearing all the Gradations 
of my Paſſion. Compaſſion for ſuch 
an Object, you ſay, will excite a more 
tender Senſibility in my Heart. I 
thank you for your good Opinion, 
but I aſſure you theſe Emotions are 
not ſo nearly allied as you imagine. 
I do feel for her; I pity her moſt 
ſincerely, When ſhe has left us a 
while, and on her return I ſee her 
charming Eyes red, and ſwelled with 
weeping, my Senſibility is awakened, 
I wiſh her happy, I deſire to make 
her ſo, but I have never yet thought 

- of 


6 Ü His Tory of 


of joining my Deſtiny with her's. 
My Aunt's Conduct, in reſpect to 
this amiable Girl, is truly tender and 
affectionate. I am more attached to 
her than ever, for ſhe has that true 
Benevolence which does not merely 
conſiſt in the Relief of Diſtrefs, but 
in ſuch a Sympathy as prompts the 
tendereſt Manner of Aſſiſtance. 


When I arrived at N 3 
found my Aunt alone. I aſked, 
ſoon after I was ſeated, for her young 
Companion ; ſhe told me ſhe was in 
the Garden, and as it was her own 
uſual Time of walking, propoſed to 
take a Turn, I accompanied her, 
and we met the lovely Fanny on our 
Entrance. I accoſted her with the 
Reſpect due to her Character, and ſhe 
returned my Civility with a Modeſty 
and Grace equally peculiar to it. She 
ſtill retained the Simplicity of her 


Appear- 
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Appearance. Nothing that had the 


Semblance of Finery was to be ſeen 


in her Dreſs. My Aunt had informed 
me, that ſhe could not prevail upon 
her to accept a Silk Gown, or any 
better Linen. She did not wiſh, 
ſhe ſaid, to ſee, but to avoid Com- 
pany, and if my Aunt did not diſlike 
her Apparel, ſhe was deſirous not to 
change it. 


When we came back to the Houſe 
ſhe offered to withdraw, but my Aunt 
told her that ſhe muſt not rank me 
amongſt common Acquaintance that 
] was her real Friend; and, as J in- 
tended to ſtay ſome Time in the Coun- 
try, ſhe wiſhed her Fanny to be of 
the Party whenever they had no other 
Company. The ſweet Girl bluſhed 
Acquieſcence, and, with a modeſt 
Courteſy, ſaid, ſhe would return in 
a few Minutes. As ſoon as ſhe was 

gone, 


L 
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gone, my Aunt, addrefling herſelf tg 
me, ſaid, ** If I did not know your 
Principles, my dear Nephew, and 


that you are incapable of a diſhonour- 


able Action, I ſhould be fearful that 
Fanmy's perſonal and mental Charms 
ſhould make an undue Impreſſion 


upon your Heart. Her Merit is very 


great, but there are unſurmountable 
Obſtacles to an Alliance with her; 


and as to the looſe Manners of the 
Age, you are ſuperior to them. I 


gave her the moſt ſincere Aſſurances 
that my Heart was not intereſted in 
Fanny's Favour, I acknowledged 1 


felt Admiration, Pity, and Reve- 
rence for her, but no more than TI 


thought every Perſon muſt, who was 


capable of the ſmalleſt wee of 


Senſibility. | 
I had ſcarce ended, 3 the hum- 


ble Fair One returned. She ſat down 
to 
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to het Work, while my Aunt and I 
entered into Diſcourſe. Since tlie 
firſt Evening, when we have been 
quite alone, I have always taken up a 
Book, and read aloud. I Join their 
Walks, I ſometimes play ori the 
German Flute, or Harpſichord, while 
Funny ſings, for ſhe has a moſt melo= 
dious Voice. My Aunt is fond of 
Muſic. My Time paſſes very agree- 
ably. | 
The neighbouring Gentlemen, who 
have heard of Fanny, often railly me 
on her Account, and I find it impoſ- 
ible to perſuade them I have no De- 
guns upon her; I really reſented the 
IImputation; but Sir Jobs Welkuood, 
Ivo is now in the Country, laughed 
c Wat me for ſuch ſan#ified Pretences, 
as he called them. Oh! Wallace; 
how much do even the valuable Part 
of the Female Sex loſe of the Vene- 
1 Vor. I. E ration 
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ration due to them, by the flight 
Manner in which they mention the 
moſt atrocious Crimes of our's. A 
Man known to be a Deceiver, thoſe 
who glory in guilty Indulgences, 
ſhall be received by all Companies, 
with the ſame Marks of Reſpect 
ſhewn to him whoſe Character is 
really eſtimable! Why will a virtu- 


_ ous Woman contemn a weak Siſter, 


and yet admit to a Familiarity. of 
Acquaintance the Wretch who was 
the Betrayer ? Certainly, to prevent 
the Increaſe of Vice, we muſt diſ- 


_ countenance the Vicious, but our 


Diſapprobation ſhould then be ge- 
neral. 


Once again I repeat, that I am not 

a Lover of Fanny Meadows ; I am a 
ſincere Admirer of her Virtues, and 
feel an adequate Eſteem. Truſt me, 
2 I know my own Heart, it 
ſhall 


„ 
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ſnall be communicated to you; for 
are we not Friends, and does not 
that ſacred Name include perfect 
Confidence? Never ſhall you have 


Reaſon to Cn of any Reſerve 
from 


Tour faithful and affectionate 


RurLAN D. 


1a LET- 
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1 r 
Gro. WatLacs, Eſq; to Lord 


RuTLAND. 


JEU are not in Love then, my 
dear Lord. —Granted, For I 
ought to have no Doubts when you 
are certain. Only examine yourſelf 


daily, leſt this dangerous little In- 


truder ſnould inſinuate himſelf imper- 
ceptibly, and paſs himſelf upon you 
for Friendſhip, whoſe Garb he may 
poſſibly aſſume. You are not at all 
acquainted with him, you know, ſo 
conſequently are more liable to 
Deception, With me he is an 


Intimate, therefore I forewarn you, 


He has given me many Aſſaults. 
— = FOO he has, and yet 
I will 
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f will confeſs fincerely, I believe he 
has only ſtormed the Outwasks, and 
never took abſolute Poſſeſſion of the 
Citadel. He lay concealed in a 
bright Eye, or a Dimple, and in- 
feſted me moſt wonderfully with his 
Darts; but now I know the little 
Rogue, and his Tricks, I will be 
invulnerable to fuch Attacks, and 


if he wounds me again, it ſhall be 
fram a Station in the Female Mind, 


and I will yield up to him the in- 
molt Receſſes of my Heart. 


4 ee his mad; amable 


Girl,—I am half in Love with 
her by Report. What ſay you, my 
Lord ?—WHL you give me Leave 
to repair the Injuſtice of Fortune, 
by making her my Wife? Yet, if 
you have no Objections, and I was 
even to be in Love, I don't know 
whether I could conquer an Atten- 

E 3 tion 
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tion to. the World's Opinion, I live 
ſtrange kind of, as it were— 
without you. You have made me 
abſolutely indifferent, or rather given 
me a Diſguſt, to all the Tribe of 
Inſignificants with whom I uſed to 
be intimate, and there is at preſent 
a perfect Interregnum in my Breaſt, 
with Regard to the Female Succeſſion. 
I had once Thoughts of Miſs Lydia 
Metvyn ſince her Siſter's Marriage; 


for the hereditary Right is with ſome 


indiſputable ; but ſhe has not the 
Qualities I wiſh to find in the 
Sovereign of my Heart : And Beauty, 
tho* a ſtrong Perſuaſive, ſhall plead 
in vain; unleſs I can grant my 
Eſteem, I will be dumb, inſenſible, 
and blind.“ 

This, let me tell you, will be a 
great Conqueſt, but the Wiſh to 
ſecure, by deſerving your Affection, 
methinks exalts my Value. Continue 

It 
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it to me, I intreat, or you will 
deprive, of one of his beſt Mo- 
tives to Improvement, 


Your ſincerely devoted Friend, 


GroRct WALLACE, 


56 
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LETTER Xl. 


Dort Mitt to OA 
n 


O my Dear, I am Amed out 
of Breath with Joy. Such a 
Conqueft - could not have thought 
of ſuch a thing.— One Sir , Thomas 
Greſham, who is come down to 
Mr. Seaman's, has ſeen me, and is 
ſo in Love, he don't know how to 


live out of my Sight. My Mother, 


who is delighted with your Letter, 
is frighted to Death about this 


young Gentleman, who walked 


home with me from Mr. Seaman's 
one Evening, and has followed me 
every where ever ſince, She won't 
let me ſtir out. She knows my 
Love of Shew, ſhe ſays, and ſhe is 
afraid Sir Thomas ſhould tempt me 


ta 
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to accept it at too dear a Price. 
Fain would ſhe have me ear to 
marry Jeffery, but I can't endure 
the Thoughts of him. How could 
you ſuppoſe, Fanny, that I love 
him. Love him, indeed; a vulpar, 


| Jow-lved Fries No, I'll never 


conſent to marry him, that's certain. 
I was ſo aſhamed Jaſt Night, I did 
not know how to bear it. My 
Mother and F were coming in from 
turning out the Cows, when Sir 
Thomas rode paſt, in the fweeteſt 
gilt Chariot that ever was ſeen, with 
four fine prancing Horfes, and two 
Footmen on Horſeback. Lud! 
how did my Heart go pit-a-pat. 
He pulled off his Hat to me very 
low. I was court'ſying, when that 
odious Creature Jeffery eame behind 
me, put one Arm about me, and 
caught hold of my Hand. There 
never Was ſueh a Fright ſeen neither, 

Fanny, 
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Fanny. *Twas very hot, he had 


pulled off his Wig, and bound a 


red Handkerchief about his Head, 


His Face was as red as his Hand- 


kerchief, and great Drops of Sweat 
ſtood thick upon it. Another thick 


red Handkerchief was tied about his 


Neck. — And to have Sir Thomas 
ſee one pulled over by ſuch a naſty 
Wretch—I could have killed him. 
I did twitch away my Hand, and 
got out of his horrid Clutches. Sir 
Thomas kept looking back, till the 


Turn of the Road hindered his ſeeing 


me. My Mother is downright angry 
with me, and ſo is my Father, 
They tell me, I ſhall not ſtir out 
alone while this great Man ſtays 
in the Country. He is a ſweet 
Creature, and very rich, it ſeems. 
Oh! dear, how happy his Lady 
will be. She may dreſs as fine as 
Hands can make her, may ſhine 

| as 
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as bright as the Sun with Diamonds, 
and always go out in her Coach. 
Then to be called my Lady, and 
your Ladyſhip, at every Word. 
Well, ſome People are born to 


good Fortune. Lou are a very 
good young Woman, and what you 


have wrote is all very true, to be 
fare. And it would break one's 
Heart to be left by ſuch a Man 
as this, and to be turned out from 
a fine Houſe, and from riding in 
a Coach, to walking about the 
Streets, and to have loſt one's good 
Name, as you ſay, ſo that Nobody 
of Character would take one in. 
But ſure that can't be the Caſe, 
tho', my Dear. — Only if I was to 
be turned off by ſuch a great Man, 
People would think I muſt have 
behaved ill, not that 'twas only 
becauſe he didn't love me any longer. 


Well, 
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Well, 1 don't know what to do. 
He told me laſt Week I ſhould 
have a fine Coach and Servants, 
and I don't know what fine things, 
Perhaps he may mean to marry me. 
What would you ſay then, Fanny? 
He has no Father or Mother to 
aſk leave of. Oh! bleſs me, if He 
ſhould} make me a Lady, indeed! 
Pl tell you what; I am determined 
I will not part with my Honour, 
For as my Mother ſays, and you 
tell me, that might be the Deſtruction 
of my Soul and Body. And then, 
who knows, but when he finds he 
can't make me his Miſtreſs, he may 
reſolve to make me his Wife. If he 
ſhould not—Heigh! ho! but I hall 
be virtuous, that will be ſome Com- 
fort, and I can have Jeffery at any 
Time, tho* I proteſt I believe I 
_ ſhould rather chuſe to live ſingle. 


Good 
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Good Night, my dear Fanny, My 


Mother deſires me to remember her 
Love and good Wiſhes to you. 
Accept them, too, from Wk 


Your true Friend, 


Luer MitLes; 
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Fanny MEapows % Lucy 
MILLE. | 


Po XCUSE m me, my Dear, if I 
Join my Intreaties to thoſe of 
your good Parents, that you would 
not encourage Sir Thomas, Indeed, 
my Lucy, I am afraid he does not 
mean honourably, at leaſt it is ſafer 
in this Caſe to ſuſpect, than to be 
ſecure, or even to indulge Hopes 
for ſuppoſe this young Baronet could 
be ſo uhmindful of the Regard uſu- 
ally paid to the Opinion of the 
World, as to determine upon mar- 
rying you, I think it very doubt- 
ful whether you would be ſo happy 
as with honeſt Mr. Jeffery. You 
are aſtoniſhed at my Stupidity, or 

you 
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you accuſe me, perhaps, of Envy; 


but conſider, my Dear, the Differ- 
ence of Rank you would have to ſup- 
port. You are unacquainted with 
the Manners of High Life, and your 
Inexperience might diſguſt the great 
People amongſt whom you would 
live, and perhaps withdraw from you 
the Affections of your Huſband. 
You know nothing of his Diſpoſi- 
tion, or Morals, You would not 


marry one of your own Degree who 


was a Stranger to you; why then, 


my dear Lucy, will you conclude, that 


Rank, Title, and Fortune muſt ne- 


ceſſarily confer Happinels ? I repeat, 


that, in my Opinion, it is moſt likely, 


from our Station and Manner of 
Life, that we ſhould be happy with 


our Equals. Do not impute my 


Cautions and Fears to Envy, or natu- 
ral Want of Charity. I aſſure you my 


Advice proceeds from my Affection. 
| | My 
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My Love, Eſteem, and Gratitude 
towards Mrs. Caſtleton increaſe daily. 
Lord Rutland is now with us, and is 
the moſt amiable of Men. Indeed, 
my Knowledge is not very extenſive, 
but I admire that, amidſt the Gaieties 
and Diſſipations of Life, he has pre- 
ſerved the utmoſt Benevolence of 


Heart, and the ſtrongeſt Impreſſions 
of Piety. You will immediately con. 


clude that I am in Love; but is it 
impoſlible to feel Veneration for great 
Qualities, without ' indulging a leſs 


noble Paſſion ? I reverence Lord Rut- 


land. Yes, Lucy, ſtrange as the Ex- 
preſſion may ſound from a young 
Girl, and of a young Man, I reverence 


him. . I liſten to his Diſcourſe with 


Delight, and I gather Inſtruction 
from every Sentiment, — But how 


vain may I appear in diſclaiming a a 


Regard which any one but yourſelf 
would term the Height of Arro- 
gance. 
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gance. Who would have ſuſpefed 
that the poor Cottager, Fanny Mea- 
dows, ſhould dare to encourage a 
tender Idea of one ſo much her 
Superior? Only you, my Dear, 
could have ſuppoſed ſuch a thing, 
but I know you will. Your own 
Thoughts have rambled ſo much 
into high Life, that you have too 
contemptible an Opinion of a mean 
Station; and becauſe you wiſh to 
be, and would have me be happy, 
you think we muſt. be great. No, 
my Dear, we are much more likely 
to find our Happineſs in diſcharging 
the Duties of our Station. 


I muſt add, that Lord Rutland's 
Behaviour to me is tender and com- 
paſſionate, without ſhewing the leaſt 
Attachment to my Perſon. Thank 
Heaven, I have nothing to fear 
from him, and, I aſſure you, I 
do not entertain a ſingle Hope. | 
Vor. I. F I have 
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I have heard nothing of my poor 
Mother. How bitter muſt be her 
Reflections! I feel for her. Can 
a Child be happy, while her Parent 
is feparated from her on ſo ſhocking 
ai Occaſion? My Heart and Eyes 
are ſo full, I can write no more, 
than that I am, dear Lucy, 


Yours faithfully, 


Frances MA bows. 


LE T- 
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| L E T TER XIII. 
Lord RuTLanD to GzoROR WAI. 
| LACE, E; 


o own a Truth, Wallace, which 

I promiſed not to. conceal, I 
am really afraid J love, and that 
I love Fanny Meadews. Jealouſy 
has taught me to examine my Heart, 
and I find too much Cauſe for 
Sufpicion,—Mr. Morgan came in the 
other Morning unexpectedly, when 
J was reading to my Aunt and 
Fauny. The latter could not im- 
mediately leave the Room, and his 
earneſt Looks ſufficiently informed 
me, that the Reaſon of his abrupt 
Entrance was his Deſire of ſurprizing 
Fanny with us. Indeed, his Words 
were afterwards too declaratory of 
his Purpoſe : * This is a Happineſs 
| l have long wiſhed for, Miſs Mea- 
F 2 dows, 
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dots, (ſaid he,) but you never 
would indulge me. What can you 
wiſh to hide that ſweet Face for? 
By my Soul, I never ſaw one fo 
charming amongſt thoſe who are 


molt deſirous of ſhewing themſelves.” 


Fanny was confuſed. My Aunt 
obſerving her, told him, he ſhould 
remember this young Perſon was 
not ſo much accuſtomed to Com- 
pliments as the Ladies of whom he 
ſpoke, nor ſo ready at Repartee.” — 
„% Retire, my Dear, (ſhe continued, ) 
if it be moſt agreeable to you.” 
She went out immediately. Fanny 
Meadows, Sir, (added my Aunt,) 
is my Companion, Misfortunes 
have involved her in Melancholy, 
and ſhe naturally loves Retirement, 
She chuſes to ſee none but my 
Family.” —*< I proteſt, my Lord, 
(ſaid Mr. Morgan,) I never envied 


you before, but I now think you 
the 
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the happieſt of Men. I wiſh you 
would admit me into your Party.“ 
«* You would think it a very dull 
one, Sir, (anſwered 'I;)—Miſs Mea- 


| dows is remarkably grave, and this 


Diſpoſition would not ſuit your 
volatile Turn.“ Oh! every Diſ- 
poſition muſt pleaſe in ſo lovely a 
Creature. Do, let her come down 
again,”—* I aſſure you ſhe does 
not chuſe it. She is her own Miſ- 
treſs. It is her own Inclination ſhe 
purſues.” . Well! fince it muſt 
be ſo, give me your Company, my 
Lord, for a few Turns in the 
Garden, and I ſhall then go Home 
again.” As we walked, he raillied 
me moſt unmercifully on Fanny's 
Account, It was in vain to proteſt 
againſt any Deſigns upon her: I 
was not believed, and he choſe to 
conſider me as a Villain, becauſe, 


he ſaid, he was unwilling to think 


1 me 
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me a Simpleton. Such is the Opinion 
of ſome Part of the World; I will 
not ſay the greater Part, becauſe 1 
am unwilling to imagine that Human 
Nature is in general ſo depraved. 
When I found T could not gain Cre- 
dit, I choſe to be ſilent, and we ſoon 
parted with a mutual Contempt. His 
Solicitude about Fanny, and her mo- 
deſt unaffected Embarraſſment, have 


diſcovered the Extent of my Attach- 
ment to her. | 


Wallace] I do love her. There is 
an irreſiſtable Sweetneſs in her En- 
deavours to oblige. Not a Servant 
in the Family but doats upon her. 
Far from envying the Favours ſhe 
receives, they endeavour to increaſe 
my Aunt's Affection for her. What 
is Birth, what is Fortune, compared 
to the Merit ſhe poſſeſſes? My Soul 


ſpurns 
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ſpurns them. Fanny alone can make 
me happy. Her Underſtanding, quick 
and piercing, has been improved by a 
judicious Choice of Books. Her Ob- 
ſervations are truly ſenſible and acute. 
I never yet traced ſuch univerſal Be- 
nevolence, ſo animating, ſo rational 
a Piety. The Purity of her Man- 
ners, is evinced by every Action of 
her Life; I have ventured to talk 
with her of Love—lI have aſked her 
whether her Heart was ever ſuſcepti- 
ble of the tender Paſſion? She 
bluſhed, but anſwered, without He- 
ſitation, that ſhe had never ſeen any 
Man with whom ſhe wiſhed to. paſs 
her Life. Ah! my Fanny, how ex- 
quilitely happy will he be, who can 
inſpire you with Senſibility of his 
Tenderneſs! What a Treaſure will 
he poſſeſs, who ſecures the Affection 
of ſo valuable a Heart! But do not 
F 4 in- 
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I indulge the Fallacy of Hope, when 
the Inequality of our Stations ought 
to repreſs the Dawn of Inclination ? 


Did not my good Aunt endeavour 


to guard my Heart from receiving 
an Impreſſion from Fanny's Charms ? 
But why will ſhe ſo far comply with 
the Cuſtoms of the World, as to 
wiſh me to prefer the Chimeras of 
Faſhion to the Dictates of Reaſon, 
and the Eſſentials of Happineſs ? My 
Friend, I muſt know whether the 
Perſon whom ] believe Fanny honours 
with her Eſteem, can hope to obtain 
a Place in her Heart! If ſhe gives 
me a Shadow of Hope, I will confeſs 


to my Aunt my Attachment, re- 
move every Obſtacle ſhe can ſug- 


geſt, and force her to confeſs, that 
Rank and Fortune are light and 
contemptible, when weighed againſt 
the intrinſic Dignity of Virtue, and 
the inexhauſtible Treaſures of the 

Mind, 
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Mind. Does not Fanny Meadows 
excel in every pleaſing Accompliſh- 
ment, as well as in every valuable 
Qualification? And ſhall I endea- 
vour to ſubdue my Paſſion, becauſe 
the Object of it can bring no Dowry 
of thoſe adventitious Charms, which, 
in Reality, confer no Luſtre on the 
Poſſeſſor, and of which I have a Su- 
perfluity ? | 
Wallace! J will not permit others 
to be Judges of what will conſtitute 
my Happineſs. I know, I feel that 
it depends on her. I cannot yet de- 
termine whether to ſpeak or write to 
her — You find my Confidence in 
your Affection is unlimited. Tell 
me you approve my Paſſion, and be- 
lieve that my Heart ſhall never be ſo 
ablorbed by Love, as to forget the 
Charms of Friendſhip. PE 
Ever moſt faithfully yours, 
RuTLAND. 
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ET TER Xx. 
AIST Langue to Lucy 
'-M1ILLES$ 


Could you have imagined it it 
poſſible, my dear Luc, that 
with the real Evils I have to-encoun- | 
ter, I ſhould indulge the Torment 
of Imagination? With what fantaſtic 
Alarms do you think I have added 
to the Weight of my Affliction ? J 
have for ſome Time been fearful— 
but J muſt aſſuredly be miftaken— 
that I have ſuffered myſelf to fall in 
Love — In my Situation to be in 
Love! — and with whom? — Alas 
my Dear, I ſuſpected myſelf to be 
fooliſn enough to entertain a too ten- 
der Regard for Lord Rutland, Do 
you not reproach my Vanity, or 
do you only laugh at my Folly? 
But it is not Vanity, is it, to 
contemplate the Perfections of the 

moſt 
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moſt amiable of Men, till you are 
apprehenſive that your Heart is of 
the ſame Party with your Judgment? 
Lord Rutland's Character 1s truly ex- 
cellent, his Manners are gentle and 
unaſſuming, his Charity extenſive, 
and without Oſtentation, his Piety 
regular, and unconſtrained. His Con- 
verſation is polite; but that Word 
poorly expreſſes the Pleaſure it im- 
parts. He poſſeſſes that true Polite- 
neſs, which delights in communicat- 
ing Inſtruction to the Ignorant, in 
relieving the Fears of the Diffident, 
and in diffuſing Eaſe and Pleaſure 
to all around him. Is it in Human 
Nature, my Lucy, to obſerve the 
Superiority of this Man, and to deny 
him a Share in one's Regard? His 
Behaviour to me has been that of a 
kind Brother, of an affectionate Friend. 
He ſympathizes in my Uneaſineſs; 
he blames, yet pities the Weakneſs of 
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my Mother. Muſt not ſuch a Man 
be beloved by every one who knows 
him ? I accuſed my Heart too ſoon 
of a faulty Partiality. I only feel 
the Sentiments of an admiring World, 
and my particular Situation inſpires 
me with Fears. I will tell you, my 
Dear, what made me turn my 
Thoughts to Self Examination on 
this Account. Lord Rutland intro- 
duced the Subject of Love. He 
aſked me if J had ever been ſenſible 
of its Power. I am conſcious of be- 
ing covered with Bluſhes at the Queſ- 
tion, and I am not certain that my 
Anſwer was intelligible. It was ſin— 


cere, however, for, as I told him, I 


have not ſeen the Man with whom I 


wiſh to paſs my Life. Why did 


bluſh! Why did I feel an Emotion 
at the Name of Love? It was the 
Suddenneſs of the Queſtion—1 ſhould 
have been confuled had it been made 
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by any other Man, I am happy in 
his Company, and feel uneaſy in his 
Abſence; but is it not natural to be 
avaricious of the Enjoyment of ſuch 
Converſation? My Benefactreſs and 
Lord Rutland are all the World to 
me. I neither ſee, nor wiſh to be 
acquainted with any other. 


N 
I have laid down my Pen, ex- 
amined, and re-examined my own 
Heart, and, I 7hink, I can acquit 
it of harbouring an improper Gueſt. 
Yet, Lucy, I will be watchful, A 
fancied Security is perhaps more 
dangerous than a cauſeleſs Diſtruſt, — 
But I have taken up too much of 


your Time about my Fears and 
Follies. 


I hope Sir Thomas has left the 
Country, and that your Diſpleaſure 
againſt. Mr, Jeffery, for a Behaviour 

RY not 
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not quite defenſible, has given place 
to milder Sentiments; I ſhall rejoice 
to hear he is reftored to your 
Favour, My kind Protectreſs calls 
me to walk. Adieu! then, my 
Dear | 


Ever Yours, 


Frances MEabpows, 


LET. 
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LETTER Rv. 


Lord RUTLAND 0 Fanny 
MraDows. 


W IT H an Heart deeply ſenſible 
of the Perfections of the amia- 
ble Fanny Meadows, I venture to 
addreſs her on a Subject, with which 
ſhe tells me ſhe has been hitherto 
unacquainted. May I hope that 
it will be in my Power to inſpire 
you, my lovely Girl, with a Pre- 
ference in my Favour? My Paſſion 
dictates the moſt explicit Declaration, 
leſt the Inequality of our Stations 
ſhould awaken Doubts of the Sin- 
cerity of my Intentions. Till I 
knew you, my deareſt Fanny, I had 
never felt more than a tranſient 
Liking for any of your Sex, Your 
Perſon excited my Admiration z your 
Misfortunes, my tendereſt Sympathy; 
ME your 


W 
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your filial Piety, exalted Purity, and 
unrepining Reſignation, inſpired me 
with the higheſt Degree of Reverence 
and Eſteem; yet for a Time I felt 
no ſofter Attachment. But who 
could ſee you conſtantly, and pre- 
ſerve his Freedom? Your amiable 
Humility, blended with true Dignity; 
your refined Underſtanding, not only 
improved beyond your apparent Op- 
portunities, but ſo viſibly ſuperior to 
the Generality of your Sex, gave 
me a more rational Delight in your 
Converſation, than I had « ever before 
enjoyed. This Gratification protracted 
my Stay. I could not ſupport the 
Thoughts of parting from you. Never 
did I enjoy any Time ſo much as 
thoſe happy Moments I have paſſed 
with you, Tell me, my Fanny, 
has your Heart really felt no Emo- 
tions of Love for another, and can 


you regard with Favour the Man 
; whoſe 
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whoſe temporal Felicity depends on 
his inſpiring yau with a mutual 
Paſſion? My Aunt loves, eſteems, 
reverences you. Her Reaſon will 
rejoice to find her Nephew can 
prefer the real Claims of Merit, to 
the imaginary Rights of Rank 'and 
Fortune. The falſe Notions of in- 
tereſted Attachments cannot dwell in 


her generous Breaſt. In what but 


the Gifts of Fortune am I not your 
Inferior? And has not Providence 
gracioully imparted to me a Super- 
fluit7 of Wealth, that I might do 
Juſtice to the Wrongs of injured 
Virtue? Oh, my Charmer, there 
can be no Obſtacle to my Happineſs 
unleſs it be dictated by your Heart. 
To your Heart 1 addreſs myſelf. 
Can it be yielded to me with your 
Hand; or is there ſome happier 
Man to whom you have reſigned 
the one, and for whom you reſerve 
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the other? Fear not, my amiable 
Girl, to diſcloſe to me the ſecret 
Wiſhes of your Soul. I am your 
Friend as well as Lover, and I 
will, in that Character, ſecure your 
Happineſs, though by the Sacrifice 
of my deareſt Intereſts. I wiſh to 
know your Sentiments before I im- 
part mine to my Aunt, but her 
Behaviour has evinced her Attach- 
ment to you. Ah! let me not 
linger in Suſpence, examine your 
Heart, and if you find it favourably 
diſpoſed towards me, remember it 
is in your Power to confer the 


higheſt earthly Happineſs on 


Tour ever faithfully devoted, 


RuTLAND. 


L Er. 
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NE F F . 


Fanny MEA DOWS % LORD 
RUTLAND. 


My LoRD, 
* I' was not too well acquainted 
with your Character, to think you 
capable of trifling with, and inſulting 
an unfortunate Woman, I ſhould 
have conſidered your Letter merely 
Ir as the Reſult of a ſportive Imagina- 
ly WW tion, or unfeeling Heart. But your 
i Lordſhip's Principles are ſo well 
ie WW known, that they forbid ſuch a Suſ- 
picion, My Surprize, on receiving 
this noble, this diſintereſted Proof of 
your Attachment, was mingled with 
Regret, for the Pain I muſt occaſion 
ſo valuable a Heart, Ah! my Lord, 
how Paſſion blinds you. Conſider, 
it is not only the dependent, the 
| poor, the deſerted Fanny Meadows, 
T- G 2 to 
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to whom you would ally yourſelf; 
it is to the Niece of an unhappy 
Woman, who. has choſen Infamy to 
avoid Poverty ; to the Child (dread- 
ful Thought!) of one who recom- 
mended Splendour at the Expence 
of Virtue. Is this the Family with 
whom Lord Rutland can wiſh to be 
connected? And can my noble, my 
| generous Benefactreſs, ſupport the 
Thought of being related to ſuch a 
Family ? Undeceive yourſelf, my 
Lord; Mrs. Caſtleton loves me, the 
honours me with her good Opinion. 
To her I am indebted for the Neceſ- 
faries arid Conveniencies of Life. 1 
owe her far more than Life. She 
has 'been the Preſeryer of my Virtue. 
But ſhe never intended to awaken in 
me the Preſumption of infpiring you 
with Love. She conſiders me as her 
Friend, but ſhe would ſhudder at the 
Thoughts of my becoming her Niece, 
1 Never, 
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Never, my Lord, never ſhall the 
have Reaſon to uphraid my Ingra- 
titude. I feel, I acknowledge your 
Merit. I wiſh you the higheſt Re- 


ward of it; but do not imagine it 
is in my Power to confer it. You | 


oye to yourſelf, my Lord, to your 
noble Relations, and to your Poſte- 
rity, a more ſuitable Choice. You 
were born to figure in high Life, and 
you would wiſh the Partner of your 


Heart ſhould be qualified to fupport 


the Honours of your Rank, Hoy 
ſhould I be expoſed to Ridicule, in 
an exalted Sphere, for Deficiencies, 
which, in the humble Obſcurity where 
Nature placed me, could never be 
deemed my Diſgrace : I ſhould be 
depreſſed by Contempt.—You would 
have Reaſon to bluſh for my Igno- 
rance. —You are of a Family, my 
Lord, who expect, who claim from 
you, an Alliance ſuitable to your 
a G 3 Merit, 
hs,” 
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Merit, and your Birth. Genuine 


Worth may be the natural Growth of 
every Soil, but the Accompliſhments 


which peculiarly adorn an elevated 


Station, [flouriſh only by particular 


Cultivation, —I ſhould. be ſuch an 
Exotic, as you would be aſhamed of 
having tranſplanted. —Could you ac- 
quit yourſelf to a youthful Family, 
in giving them a Mother with whom 
they would have Cauſe to be diſſa- 
tisfied? Your noble Father, I have 
heard from Mrs. Caſtleton, diſcharged 
the Debt he owed to his Poſterity, in 
chuſing for a Conſort a Lady ele- 
vated by Birth and Fortune, as well 
as eminent for Virtue. Connections 
are neceſſary to be formed Digni- 
ties muſt be ſupported Equality of 
Rank ought to be regarded, where 
Eſſentials to Happineſs are not made 
the Sacrifice, The Influence of 
Goodneſs is more diffuſive, when it 

beams 
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beams from the Sphere of Great- 
neſs.— Example is prevalent. —Your 
Lordſhip is accountable to the World 
for a Conduct, which would afford a 
Precedent for the undiſtinguiſhing 
Many to degrade the Nobility by 
conferring their Titles. Think not 
that Fanny Meadows poſſeſſes the Re- 
quiſites to complete your Happineſs. 
You may find every valuable Quali- 
fication that ſhould adorn your Bride, 
embelliſhed with the Ornaments of 
Rank and Fortune. Honour me till 
with your Eſteem. Be ſtill my Friend, 
my Benefactor, but ceaſe the Endea- 
vour, the ineffectual Endeavour to 
excite in me a preſumptuous Wiſh, 
which would humiliate to the loweſt 
Degree of Abaſement, 


Your much obliged, 


and truly grateful, 
Frances Meanows. 
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LETTER XVI. 
Lord RU T L AND 40 GEORGE 
WAL LACE, E.; 


ALLAC E, I am rejected! The 

dependent, the poor, the deſerted 
Fanny Meadows, as ſhe calls herſelf, 
will not condeſcend to accept a Title 
and Honours from the Man who would 
facrifice to her every Advantage the 
World thinks deſirable. Read the 
Letter of the proud Cottager. Are 
theſe the 'Sentiments of 'an ignoble 
Mind, of a contracted Education? 
Tt cannot be. She deceived us by 
feigned Tales of an obſcure Birth, 
of habitual Poverty. She muſt have 
been accuſtomed to gentee! Life. 
Her Sentiments are dignified, Oh! 
the ſweet Excellence. Will ſhe not 
be mine? Is there any one who 


has a nearer Intereſt in her Heart? 
There 
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There is an inexpreſſible Diffidence 
in her Manner, whenever I approach 
her. She does not lock Indifference, 
but her Behaviour ſhews Reſolution. 
She ſhuns me. Her Eyes are avert- 
ed when my eager Glances would 
ſearch into the Receſſes of her Soul. 
I injured her, Wallace, in calling 
her proud: She is all Softneſs, all 
Humility: How amiable are her 
Motives of Refuſal! They endear 
her to me more than ever. She 
mentions the Force of Example; 
ſhe urges the Duties I owe to my 
Family, to myſelf, and to my 
Poſterity. Amiable Pleader! She 
declares her Inability to ſupport the 
Station to which I would raiſe her. 
Oh! MWellace, ſhe deſerves an im- 
perial Crown; and yet I will own, 
that her Connections are not de- 
firable, that the Influence of Example 
is an Obſtacle to ſuch a Choice. 
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I do acknowledge, that an Inequality 
of Rank is unlikely to produce an 
Union of Sentiment, and that every 
favoured Object may appear to the 
enamoured Eye, a Fanny Meadous, 
What! ſhall then the Apprehenſion 
of injuring others involve me in the 
Certainty of an irreparable Loſs to 
myſelf? Oh! it muſt not be.” 


How nobly, yet how tenderly 
does ſhe mention the Depravity of 
her Mother! Can I reſign her? 
And becauſe ſhe is deſtitute of thoſe 


Advantages which there is no Merit 


in poſſeſſing? No, if my Fanm's 
Heart does not reject me, her In- 
digence ſhall not, Her enlarged 
Mind, though deeply diſtreſſed by 


her Mother's Guilt, and too grate- 
fully affected with a Senſe of her 


own Obligations, has a Tear for 
every Species of other's Sufferings. 
Her 
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Her Sympathy is not confined to 


Human Kind, but extends to every 
created Being, I ſhould not love 
her as I do, if her Attention ' was 
circumſcribed by the narrow Sphere 


of her own private Concerns. 'But 


ſhe is a CHRISTIAN, my Wallace! 
She loves her Neighbour as herſelf; 
ſhe conſiders that expreſſive Word 
in its moſt comprehenſive Senſe. 
It is not in the Folly of Romance, 
but in the Language of Reaſon 
and Truth, that I call her an 
Angel. Her Diſpoſition is truly 
celeſtial. I muſt have an Interview 
with her. Every Argument I can 
urge, all the Power of Love, ſhall 
be exerted to ſubdue her Reſolu- 
tions. I know ſhe wiſhes to make 


me happy. Will ſhe not allow me. 


to be a Judge of what will render 
me fo? I have no Idea that there 
is a Poſſibility of perfect earthly 


Happineſs 
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Happineſs for me without my Fanny, 
To ſay I cannot /zve without her, 
would be hyperbolical. There are 
ſo many Duties in Life to he diſ. 
charged, independent of the Connu. 
bial, that no Diſappointments can 
acquit us from the Performance of 
them. You find I am a rational 
Lover. Wallace, the Love for ſuch 
a Woman ennobles the Mind, exalts 
the Conduct! Oh! ſhe is all Per- 
fection. Her Advice, her Example, 
would animate me to the Practice 
of every Virtue. I could not greatly 
Fail with ſuch a Partner. Adieu! 
my Friend. You ſhall ſoon receive 
another Letter, for a Confidant is 
an eſſential Relief in my Situation. 


I am ever yours, 
RUTLAND, 


LET. 
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CET TEL IN: 


FANN y Mz apows to Lucy MrLLzs. 


M* laſt acquainted my dear Ligy 
with my Fears and Anxieties. 


An unexpected Diſcovery has increaſed 
my Danger, and my Alarms, Lord 
Rutland has actually made me an 
Offer of his Hand, and Heart. I 
can have no Doubt of the Sincerity of 
his Attachment. The Inequality of 
our Stations has occaſioned him to 
make ſo explicit, fo honourable a Pro- 
poſal as excludes every Suſpicion. 
Neither is the Condition of my own 
Heart uncertain. Ah! my Dear, I 
moſt aſſuredly love him. It is not 
merely his Regard for me; it is no 
particular Act of Generoſity, or Be- 
nevolence; it is the univerſal Tenor 
of his Conduct that has engaged my 

| Affec- 
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Affection. Perhaps the Knowledge 
of his Partiality in my Favour has 
given a ſofter Turn to my Friend. 
ſhip — But I will not indulge theſe 
Sentiments. a 


I have anſwered his Letter. | 
have Lucy, I have abſolutely rejected 
him. Far, far ſrom my Soul be ba. 
niſhed Ingratitude. I may be a-while 


uneaſy from the Impoſſibility of Suc- 


ceſs in Love, but I can never be un- 
happy while the Monitor within me 
does not reproach my Actions. Ah! 
why was this moſt amiable of Men 
born to a Rank and Fortune that 
forbids my Hopes; or why did it 
pleaſe Providence to place the poor 
Fanny Meadows in a Station ſo much 
below the Lord of her Wiſhes ? Ra- 
ther ſhould I aſk, how dare I to find 


Fault with the Diſpenſations of Hea- 


ven. Oh, am I not the Creature of 
infinite Wiſdom and Goodneſs? And 
ns does 
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does it reflect Diſgrace on me becauſe 


my Birth was mean, and my Parents 
were indigent ? But alas! there is 
Diſhonour brought upon aur Family. 
Infamy, and Forgetfulneſs of Virtue, 
are Stains of the deepeſt Dye. Oh, 
my unhappy Aunt! My loſt Mother! 


Lord Rutland has urged all the 
Arguments with which his Love 
could ſupply him, to remove every 
Obſtacle; but Reaſon and Duty 
tell me, there are many which are 
unſurmountable. My mean Birth, 
my Poverty, my Dependence, are 


Circumſtances which, in his Opinion, 


weigh light, when oppoſed to Paſſion. 
But when to theſe is added the 
Conduct of my neareſt Relations, 
would not thoſe deſpiſe me as Lady 
Rutland, who pity the unfortunate 


Fanny Meadows? 1 will not make a 


Parade of a Refuſal which wounds 
my 
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my Heart, though it is approved 


by Duty. 1 never, never can be 


his. Lucy, do not fuffer your Par. 


tiality for - Grandeur to induce you 
to attempt perſuading me. — My Re. 
ſolution is unalterable. I will deſerve 
Lord Rutland's Eſteem; I have in: 


treated him to withdraw his Heart, 


and place it on ſome more worthy 
Object. Happy ! thrice happy! will 
that Woman be, who may indulge 
a tender Inclination for this in- 
eſtimable Man. But no more. — 


I wiſh to have a Letter from you, 
my Dear. 1 hope Sir Thomas has 
left the Country, Let me know 
every Particular that paſſes, Oh! 
how many. delightful Hours have 
we ſpent together. I look back with 
Regret on thoſe peaceful Times when 
the Fatigues of our Country Buſineſs 
were lightened by each other's Society 


and Aſſiſtance. When Mr, Jen 
was 
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was a welcome Attendant of my 
Lucy, and ſhe never indulged a Wiſh 
for the Poſſeſſion of Riches and Titles. 
] believe you always ſuppoſed they 
could impart Happineſs, but you 
then thought it could ſubſiſt without 
them. Where is now my beloved 
Miſs Piercy? What a ſweet Privilege 
was it to viſit her ſo frequently, and 
to enjoy ſo unreſervedly her improving 
Converſation. Ah! why did I ever 
permit Love to intrude into my Breaſt? 
Had I not Diſquietudes ſufficient ? 
But I will take this wandering Heart 
ſeverely to Taſk, and bring it under 
Subjection. My Dear, adieu! 


I am yours ſincerely, 


Frances MRA DO WS. 
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LE TT EN XI. 
Lucy MIL IL ES t Fav 
Mapovs. 


W ELL, my dear Fanny, you 
are a moſt extraordinary Girl. 


What! to refuſe to be the Wife of a 
Nobleman, and of ſuch a Man as 
you tell me Lord Rutland is; and 
yet you are in Love, you fay. It 
can't be, Fanny. Tis not in Nature. 
Have not you been ill lately, and a 


Fever ſettled upon your Brain? Or, 


has not this Offer turned your Head 


a little? Upon my Word, if J do not 


gueſs right in one of theſe Reſpects, 
you are abſolutely unaccountable. 
Are you the worſe for your Mother's 
and your Aunt's Faults? And is not 
Lord Rutland rich enough to make 
up for your Poverty? I'll tell you 


what, my Dear; Miſs Piercy's Con- 
| verſation 
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verfation has done you no Good, if 
it has only taught you to give up 
your owt} Happineſs, I. don't like 
ſuch high-ſtrained Notions—T am 
ſure F ſhould not do as you have 
done; yet you may be in the right 
for all that, My Father and Mother 
doat upon you for your Behaviour, 
and, to ſay the Truth, Fanny, I am 
more than half angry with you for 
being ſo marvelouſly ſcrupulous.—1 
hear of nothing but you; J am told, 
truly, that I ought to marry this 
hateful Jeffery, and that you would 
do fo.—So you might if you would. 
| Theartily wiſh ſomebody was married 
to him, for here I am confined to the 
Houſe, for fear I ſhould meet the 
ſweet Sir Thomas, who is always upon 
the Watch for me; and the trouble- 
ſome, impertinent Creature is con- 
ſtantly at my Elbow. Such Nonſenſe 
too, puffed in a Whiff of Tobacco, 
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as 1s gh to ſuffocate one, while 
Sir Thomas breathes nothing but Per- 
fumes and Adoration.— Well! *tis 
amazing how any Body can overlook 
ſuch Charms as Sir Thomas's; and he 
dreſſes ſo ſweetly — and has ſuch a 
grand Chariot—And then to hear my 
Mother cry up Feffery's Induſtry, and 
my Father talk of Feffery's Honeſty— 
So ſober, ſays one, ſo modeſt, ſays 
the other. A mighty thing, indeed, 
to be induſtrious and honeſt. —The 
Fellow can work hard, and won't 
teal any thing—in plain Engliſh,— 
There is ſomething ſo monſtrous 
vulgar in People's working for their 
Bread, —Then modeſt and ſober too— 
Dear me, 'tis nothing to the purpoſe— 
I won't be his Wife, Fanny, I am re- 
ſolved upon it—Nofuch low doings. — 
Why will not my Father and Mother 
hear what Sir Thomas has to ſay? 
Such a great Man muſt make grand 
Offers. 
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Offers. Lud] my Heart beats quick 
at the very Thoughts of what a fine 
Lady I may be if they don't ſtand in 
their own Light.—As true as I am 
alive, Fanny, there's Sir Thomas. rid- 
ing paſt.— What a fine prancing 
Horſe, and what rich Liveries are 
his Servants dreſt in |—Jeffery! why 
he is not worthy to wipe their Shoes. 
Good Night, my dear Girl. I can 
„„ Ts 
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LET TEA XX. 


Fa x Mrabows jo Lucy 
4. NLELLE 8. 

Tremble for you, my Lucy—You 
are on the Brink of a Precipice — 
Your Plan of Life would effeQually 
deftroy your - expected Happineſs, 
Ah! my Dear, is it for rural Sim- 
plicity to propoſe Enjoy ments amidit 
the polite World? Let nat the Love 
of Novelty, the Vanity of Dreſs and 
Parade, draw your Mind from the 
calm Delights of a Country Life. 
Mr. Jeffery is only diſagreeable be- 
cauſe Sir Thomas's Fortune and Equi- 
page appear to be deſirable. Is it not 
ſo, my Dear? Examine your own 
Heart — Lay aſide Title, Eſtate, and 
its Appurtenances, and tell me frank- 
ly, whether Mr, Jeffery does not poſ- 
ſeſs the Requiſites for the Huſband 
of an humble, lowly Maiden? Tou 
Know- 
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know nothing of the World you wiſh 
to engage in, yet you imagine Plea- 
ſures, of which you cannot judge, 
and forgive me if I add, in which you 
could not ſhare. I write this in Agi- 
tation of Mind on your Account. 
Do, my dear Girl, obey and oblige 
your Parents, and do not permit Sir 
Thomas to believe that his fluttering 
Attentions can make you forgetful of 
what you owe to your Friends, and 
to your real Lover, In how light a 
Manner you mention the good Qua- 
lities of Mr. Jeffery! This is not na- 
| tural to my Lucy: You uſed to value 
him for his Sobriety and Honeſty, and 
you thought you could be ſatisfied 
with the Maintenance his Induſtry 
could procure. Ah! my Friend, 
truſt me, he has Recommendations 
much more valuable than mere Tinſel 
and Title. An honeſt Man's the 
nobleſt Work of God,” ſays one of 

H 4 our 
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our greateſt Poets; you know the 
Character of the one, you are entirely 
ignorant of that of the other. 


As "ie Lord land, he muſt not, 
he cannot be mine. I will puniſh 


my own Heart for daring to admit ſo 
dangerous a Gueſt, —T will baniſh his 


Image from it; he will be my 


Friend Never, never ſhall he de- 


grade himſelf” by uniting | ys Deſtiny 
with that of 


Your unhappy & 
| - but ever afttionate, 


Frances Mages 


LE T- 
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LETTER XXI. 


Lucy MiIIES 70 Fanny 
MEADDOWS. FE 


O H! Fanny, I am almoſt wild 
with Joy — You have written 
me a deal of Advice, and I thank 
you, but 'twas all out of Seaſon, 
'm to be married to-morrow, But 
no Mr. Jeffery, I can tell you. Let 
him ſeek out a properer Help-mate. 
I am not for him. My Father and 


Mother kept me up ſo cloſe, and were 


ſo determined I ſhould marry their 
Favourite, that Sir Thomas was quite 
in a deſpairing Way, and reſolved he 
would have me. He goes to my 
Father, promiſes to make me his 
Wife, and that he would meet me, 


whenever my Parents pleaſed, at 


Church. They liked Jeffery as a 
Huſband for me, better than that I 
ſhould 
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ſhould be Miſtreſs to Sir Thomas, 
but when. he offered to marry me, 
the Struggle was at an end, and Mr, 
Jeffery was not ſo pleaſing a Sound x 
Lady Greſham. Preparations hay 
been making; I am to be as fine and 
as great as I can wiſh, Honeſt 7e 
raves and ſtorms, but Threats can do 
no Hurt, and he does not wear 1 
Sword. — Sir Thomas has Nobody's 
Conſent to aſk, and I think, for my 
part, he is old enough to chuſe a Wife 
for himſelf. —My Father and Mother 
are to live in a Farm of his, the other 
Side of London, We ſhall leave this 
Place as ſoon as we are married, but 
as he talks of rambling about for 
ſome Weeks, do not write till you 
hear again from me. I am to have 
the ſweeteſt Chariot that Eyes ever 
beheld, and ſuch a fine Gentleman 
for my Footman, that I declare I ſhall 
be afraid to employ him. Jeffery is 
58 a mere 
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g mere Groom to him. My Negligees 
are rich enough to weigh me down, 
and my Jewels do ſparkle fo delight- 
fully, that they make my Eyes ake to 


muſt be vaſtly happy, for what can I 
want? Not Happineſs, I'm ſure, my 
Dear, for what can I poſſibly have to 
ic for? My Father and Mother too, 
dear good Souls, to ſee them dreſt ſo 
well, and look ſo happy, tis a great 
Comfort to me: The worſt of it is, 
we muſt part. I have cried heartily 
about that, but we ſhall often meet: 
You muſt come and ſtay with me, 
live with me, if you pleaſe; though, 
on ſecond Thoughts, you are ſo 
handſome, I ſhould be half afraid of 
loſing Sir Thomas's Heart. But, ſeri- 
ouſly, I ſhall rejoice to ſee you, and 
I ſhall want you to ſee me. Fine Fea- 
thers, they ſay, make fine Birds. I 
aſſure you I look vaſtly well in my 
new 


look at them, Well, I am certain T 
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new Apparel, You will ſcarce find 
out any Likenefs to your old Friend 
Lucy Milles in Lady Greſham. Goo 
Night, my Dear. Think again and 
again on your noble Offer, and ſq 
No, if you can. I wiſh you happy, 
as happy as will be, I doubt not, 


Your fiacare F 1 


Lvcy 1 


LET: 
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in en 
Lord RUTLAND to Grokoce War- 
1 - LACE, Eſq; { 


JJ 4 L LACE, I love her more 
than ever, and yet I muſt reſign 
her. Her Principles have combated 
her Inclination, and been victorious : 
She is ſteady in her Ref ſal, yet owns 
a Tenderneſs for me which ſhe never 
felt for any other. Diſappointed for 
ſeveral Days in the Attempts I made 
to ſpeak to her, I congratulated my- 
ſelf laſt Night on my good Fortune, 
when I ſaw my amiable Fanny fitting 
alone in a retired Part of the Garden, 
She was reading ſo attentively, that ſhe 
did not hear me approach her, nor 
lifted her Eyes till I accoſted her. 
She then ſtarted, a crimſcn Bluſh 
overſpread her Cheek, and her ex- 
preſſive 
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preſſive Looks inſpired me with thi cell 
Shadow of a Hope, that this ſweet 
Confuſion was favourable to my Love. 
My Heart anxiouſly flattered, I fel 
an Awe that conſtrained me to he 
ſilent, whilſt the Difficulties that had 
hitherto prevented an Interview, urged 
me to ſpeak. | 


You, who never experienced, who, 
therefore, can have no Idea of this 
timid Diftreſs, will Jaugh at my Em- 
barraſſment; you know not my Fanm: 
You conſider her only as a beautiful, IM 
virtuous, and obſcure Girl, and are E 
a Stranger to thoſe thouſand name- P' 
leſs Delicacies, that Superiority of I F 
Soul, and Dignity of Conduct, which E 
elevate above Nobility, and which 
diſtinguiſh her from all the Women 
] ever before obſerved. How inſig- 
nificant appeared all the Advantages 
of Rank and Fortune when put in 
Competition with the intrinſic Ex- 

| cellence 
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cellence of this admirable Woman! 
The Fears of unſeaſonable Interrup- 
tions at length conquered all other, 
and, gently taking her Hand, which 
trembled in mine, Believe me, ſaid 
f, my amiable Fanny, if I loved you 


leſs, I ſhould not be at a Loſs for 


Words to diſcloſe my Paſſion. If 
the Language of my Heart be not 
intelligible by my Eyes, how ſhall 
I convey it to you? My Letrer faintly 
expreſſed the Sentiments I feel. Tell 
me, ſweet Excellence, are there no 
Hopes. for the Man whoſe Love is as 
pure as the Object who inſpires it?“ — 
Fermy liſtened to me with viſible. 
Emotion, Her Eyes were modeſtly 
fixed on the Ground. When I ceaſed 
ſpeaking, ſhe fate filent a few Mo- 
ments, then, withdrawing her Hand, 
% My Lord, (anſwered the, in a 
tremulous Tone) I am very ſenſible 
of the Honour you do me, by your 

good 
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good Opinion, but I was in Hopes 


you would have acquieſced in my 
Motives of Refuſal. You muſt not 
diſgrace yourſelf and Family, by an 
Alliance with a mean Girl, whoſe 
Obſcurity is far from being the only 
Obſtacle to your preſent Wiſhes.” — 
She pauſed a Moment —then added, 
* Think of me no more, my Lord, 
or think of me as one who deſires only 
to ſecure your Eſteem, and who is de- 


termined, abſolutely determined, never 


to forfeit her Right to it by a Conduct 


which would juſtly lefſen her in her 


own Eyes.” “ What then, (returned 


I,) it is impoſſible for you to love 


me?” She heſitated, ſhe bluſhed. 
*« Your Lordſhip miſtakes me, (ſaid 
ſhe;) Love has nothing to do with 
my Reſolutions: J will not be inſin- 
cere - ] am not inſenſible— my Ob- 


jections do not ariſe from my Heart, 


but from my Reaſon, from my 
R Duty.— 


0 A . A. AS . 
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Duty, —T know. no P erſon ſo amiable 
as your Lordſhip —I never felt a ten- 
der Preference for any one — but — 
for — You. — The laſt Words were 
ſcarcely intelligible : my Joy was in- 
expreſſible. Oh, my Charmer, cried 
I, eagerly throwing my Arms round 
her Waiſt, and claſping her to my Bo- 
ſom, is it poſſible that your devoted 
Rutland is dear to you. Extatic De- 
claration ! ?? — ©* My Lord, anſwered 
the lovely Fanny, interrupting me, and 
diſengaging herſelf from my encircling 
Arms, I have acknowledged my Sen- 
ſibility of your Merit, not only as a 
Proof of my Sincerity, but to convince 
you, that my Reſolution is unaltera- 
ble. I do love you, my Lord, but it is 
with a Paſſion that enables me to di- 
ſtinguiſn the real Intereſt of him I 
love. I aſſure you, my Lord, the 
Hope of being yours never once en- 


tered into my Breaſt. I know too 
Vol. I. | I well 
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well the inſurmountabie Bars that di- 
vide us, to contemplate in Idea ſo vi- 
ſionary a Proſpect.. And can you 
talk of loving me? replied I: No, 
Fanny, you do not intend to impaſe on 
me; but you deceive yourſelf. It is 
you alone who raiſe thoſe Obſtacles, 
which appear to you to be inſurmount- 
able. Moſt amiable of Women, if 
your Heart is not really inſenſible to 
my Love, you muſt, you ſhall be 
mine.“ 


3 
1 ſpoke tl theſe Words in an elevated 
and fervent Manner: Indeed I was fo 
intent on the Subject of our Converſa- 
tion, and ſo deſirous of obtaining a 
more fayourable Sentence, that I for- 
got I had any Reaſon to apprehend 
Surprize, and my Aunt was ſeated by 


us before we perceived her, My Con- 


fuſion at her unexpected Appearance, 
was not a little increaſed by the Gra- 
vity of we Addreſs.— I had not ſuſ- 


pected, 
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pefted, Nephew, the Cauſe of your 


long Continuance at N-—. I had im- 
puted it chiefly to your Regard for 
me; yet I was ſufficiently ſenſible, 
that my young Companion's Society 
muſt be an additional Gratification. 
The Confidence of each might have 
been expected from the Relation I 
bear to One, and my unfeigned Friend- 
ſhip for Both. But I will not upbraid 
you. Only tell me, my Lord, what 
it is you propoſe to do.“ 


I was too much affected by this 
calm Remonſtrance to anſwer imme- 
diately; but my Love for Fanny, and 
Deſire of gaining my Aunt for an 
Advocate, ſurmounted every Conſide- 
ration that had occaſioned my Silence. 
— *. am too well convinced of Miſs 
Meadows's Perfections, and of your 
juſt Opinion of her, Madam, faid J, 
to Pinay” _ Apology for my Attach- 

53 I2 mene. 
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ment. It would indeed be offering 


an Injury to her Merit, and an Affront 


to your Diſcernment. An Heart un- 


guarded by any prior Engagement, 
could not long remain indifferent to 
her Excellence. You have often, in 
the Warmth of Friendſhip, acknoy:. 
ledged her to be the moſt amiable of 
Women. Does her mean Birth, or 
Misfortunes leſſen her real Value? — 
My Lord, ſaid the charming Fanm, 
interrupting me, we have been both 
to blame; but I am particularly fo; 
yet let me urge in my own Defence, 
that I was in Hopes my unalterabl: 
Reſolution would have prevented your 
further Sollicitations, and that [I 
needed not have given Mrs. Caſtleton 
the Pain of knowing you had ever 
condeſcended to think of ſo unworthy 
an Alliance. Pardon me, deareſt 
Madam, the Uneaſineſs I have cauſed 
you, and permit me to retire far from 

you, 


— 2D ky tr my — fort wt 
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you, and from this Place. On my 
Knees I moſt ſolemnly aſſure you, that 
Lord Rutland ſhall never, by a Mar- 
riage with me, ally himſelf to Pover- 
ty and Infamy.” — What then, 
Fanny, cried I, will you render me 


miſerable, by refuſing me your Hand, 


becauſe there are unworthy Perſons in 
your Family ? Muſt your Superiority 


in Merit be deſpiſed, becauſe you do 


not poſſeſs an Equality of Rank and 
Fortune ? Baſe and ſordid Maxims ! 
My Reaſon, my Heart, my Religion, 
all diſavow them.“ — © My Lord, 
anſwered Fanny, your preſent Prepoſ- 


ſeſſion in my Favour, makes you over- 


look the Diſadvantages which would 
be obvious to all the World but a 
Lover, and which to me are inſuper- 
able Obſtacles, *? — Exalted Girl! 
cried my Aunt; your Sentiments 
raiſe you indeed above the higheſt 
Rank ; and yet, circumſtanced as you 

8 13 are, 
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are, 1 alinire your Steadineſs. I do 
not wonder at my Nephew's Attach- 
ment, but I applaud your Refufal, 
You have not offended me, my Fanm. 
] am convinced you have given me 
the true Reaſon of your Silence.“ 
* Now you make me happy, replied 
Fanny,” kiſſing the Hand of her Be. 


nefactreſs. My Aunt extended the 


other to me: My Dear, faid ſhe, [ 
muſt ſupport this generous Creature 


in her preſent Sentiments. Think of 
tlie Affair more deliberately, and you 


muſt acquieſcein her Determinations.” 
She then took Fanny by the Arm, 
and telling me fhe would pay a Viſit 


to ſome of her poor Neighbours, they 


both left me. 


And now, Wallace, what is the Re- 
ſult ? Muſt I give her up? Tamely 
reſign her? She loves, me, too; — 


ſhe owns ſhe loves me. — Ah! how 


weak is Paſſion in ſuch a Soul as 
 her's, 
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her's. Every Action flows from Judg- 
Jo ment, from Principle. She has re- 
h. peatedly told me, ſhe has promiſed my 
. Aunt ſhe never will be mine. But I 
Je muſt, I will try once more my Fate. 
e My Aunt ſhall be a Witneſs of our 
— Converſation. She ſhall know how 
d much my Happineſs depends on a fa- 
. vourable Sentence. 


Adieu! till this Interview be over. 


Ever yours, 


RUTLAND. 


— — 
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LETTER XXIII. 


Lord RuTLAanD to GEORGE 
| WALLACE, E,; 


J H! my Friend, I am more at- 
tached to her than ever, and yet 

I am conſtrained to reſign her. She 
never will be mine. My Reaſon aſſents 
to her Motives, but my Heart re- 
bels. — On their Return from their 


Walk I met the Ladies in the Par- 
Jour, and, approaching my Aunt, 


« A thouſand Thanks, deareſt Ma- 
dam, (ſaid I, taking her Hand,) 


for your Forgiveneſs of my Silence; 


but you muſt do more; you muſt be 
my Friend, my Advocate with this 
amiable Girl. She muſt not be inex- 


orable : My Happineſs in this World 


depends on her Approbation. Per- 


mit me, my Lord, (replied the lovely 
Fanny,) permit me once more to an- 


ſwer for myſelf, 1 have owned a 


Pre- 


„% Vs ad ad tre 
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Preference for you, but, be aſſured, 
that the Regard I feel is unfavourable 
to your Wiſhes. I never will leſſen 
myſelf in your Eſteem, nor you in 
the Opinion of the World. I am not 
then inexorable, but be aſſured I am 
unalterable. You think me worthy 
of your Affection; but allowing that 
I were really what your Partiality re- 
preſents me, do you ſuppole that a 
Cottage only can produce thoſe valu- 
able Qualifications you wiſh to find 
in the Wife of your Choice? Unde- 
ceive yourſelf, my Lord. There are 
many Ladies, of your own exalted 
Rank, who will confer Honour by 
real Dignity of Soul ; who, whilſt they 
poſſeſs all that native Purity, and Sim- 
plicity of Mind, which are beſt nou- 
riſhed in Retirement, add to theſe the 
Graces and true Politeneſs which adorn 
a public Station. Solicit no more, 
my excellent Benefactreſso. I know 


ſhe 


* 
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ſhe loves me —T will deſerve her Re. 


and withdrew immediately. I fate 
ſome Time motionleſs and ſilent; my 
Aunt, touched with my Situation, 
drew her Chair near me, and, with a 
Look of tender Sympathy — ** I pity 
you, my dear Henry, (ſaid ſhe,) I pity 
you from my Soul; your Heart, new 
to Love, has no Idea of Happineſs 
with any other than the preſent be- 
loved Object. But Fanny is certainly 
in the Right. I acknowledge all her 
Perfections; but why will you ſup- 
poſe that ſhe is unequalled ? Merit 
may ſurely be found amongſt every 
Claſs of Beings; in general, a mean 
Birth prevents the Cultivation of men- 
tal Excellence, Fanny is an Excep- 


tion 3 


gard. Receive this as my final De- y 
termination: I never will be ungrate. W . 
ful to my Friends, nor forgetful of 

She aroſe as ſhe finiſhed ſpeaking, q 
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tion; ſhe has had Advantages which 
ſhe has uncommonly improved; bur, 
as ſhe has truly obſerved, there are 
Circumftances which would wnder 
her an unfit Wife for a Perſon of your 
Rank, and which, in the Light the 
generouſly and truly places them, 
would be Diffuaſives to all but an irra- 


tional Lover. Excuſe me, Nephew ; 


when yon calmly conſult your Reaſon, 
rather than your Heart, you will, I 


think, be of my Opinion.” I could 


make no Anſwer. I only graſped her 
Hand, then retired to my own Apart- 
ment. 

J have revolved, as coolly and diſ- 
paſſionately as poſſible, every Circum- 
ſtance, and I muſt—I find I muſt— 


relinquiſh her. Oh, my Friends! 


Why did I ſuffer Love to intrude into 
my Breaſt? How free from Anxiety 
was every Thought before! Wallace ! 


I cannot be happy without her; Miſery 


muſt 
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muſt be my Choice; my Portion! 
Nothing but Conſiderations of Duty 
can alleviate my Diſtreſs. I do not 
indulge Deſpair, and talk of Death, 
but I can truly ſay that this Diſap- 
pointment has caſt a Gloom over all 
my Proſpects in Life. Time, my 
Aunt tells me, will do much. Reli— 
gion, ſurely, can do more. The In- 
fluence of Both may, perhaps, reſtore 
my Peace, but at preſent my whole 
Soul is oppreſſed with Grief. My Aunt 
and Fanny join their Intreaties that I 
would leave N—, I know not how 
to tear myſelf from this beloved Spor, 
but it muſt be ſo. I can never con- 
quer my Paſſion, whilſt I ſee this 
charming Creature every Day. You 
will ſoon have me in Town, Adieu! 
Wallace, lam 

Yours ever, 


RuTLAND. 


˖ 
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LETTER XY. 
Lady GRESHAM 70 Fanny 
MA DñʒOWsS. 


5 Ws HIS Letter will be quite an 

unexpected Pleaſure to my dear 
Fanny, for I gave her Reaſon to think 
of a long Silence. But as I find we 


ſhall ſtay ſome Time longer in Town, 


and I don't expreſs myſelf as the fine 
People talk here, I want ſomebody 
whom I can be free enough with, to 
tell all I think of this new World. I 
wiſh much too to hear how you go 
on with your agreeable Nobleman : I 
hope you will conſent to marry him, 
and come amongſt us, for I want you 
more than I thought I ſhould. My 
Father and Mother are gone down to 
their new Dwelling, for they did not 
like the Hurry and Buſtle of London. 


We 
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We left *** immediately after 
the Knot was tied, and, after a delight- 
ful Journey, arrived at this very grand 
Houſe. I found myſelf ſadly at a 
Loſs to return the Compliments I re- 
ceived from Sir Thomas's Friends and 
Acquaintance ; but I ſeemed to be 
very much admired; and you may be 
ſure I find enough to admire. Every 
thing I hear and ſee is Matter of Won- 
der. Lord bleſs me! it is an ama- 
zing Place. I have been at Plays, 
Operas, Ranelagb, and I know not 
where, but I can't help thinking there 
is a Something wanting in me; I ne- 
ver open my Lips, but People ſeem 
diſpoſed to laugh. The Men are 
more civil than the Women ; they 
praiſe me to rhe Skiesz but they all 
Join in lamenting my Ignorance of the 
faſhionable Games at Cards, I muſt 
learn to play, Sir Thomas tells me. 
Now I abominate the very Thoughts 

01 
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of it. Tis ſuch a horrid Confinement 
to fit ſtarch'd up at a Card- Table. 
To be ſure, my Dear, Miſs Pierey wuſt 
be very different from the great La- 
dies here, for I never heard you com. 
plain of being diſtreſſed in her Com- 

y, by not knowing how to behave ; 

ut I have been often put to the Bluſh 
by being ſtared at with Looks of 
Wonder. And then indeed you are 
more poliſhed than I. — I can't, far 
my Life, get into the eaſy Manner of 
coming into a Room, and making the 
faſhionable Curt'ſy, and yet I have 
tried again and again before the Glaſs 
by the Hour together. Then, dear 


Heart! Fanm, I am at ſuch a Lof 


what to talk of : The Ladies here 
will prattle away with the greateſt 
Eaſe upon Cards, Dreſs, Politics, 
Plays, Preachers, Maſquerades, and 
don't know what. Nay, they can 
alk a Nothing. They ſeem to 

| have 
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have ſo much to ſay, that they talk 
as faſt as poſſible for fear of being in- 
terrupted, ſo that it is leſs neceſ- 
ſary, indeed, for me to ſay much; 
but I wiſh to be able to put in a Word 
or two now and then. You know [ 
haye read but little: Good Books 
were too grave for me, and yet you 
have often praiſed me for being well 
diſpoſed and good natured. The 
Books that Miſs Piercy lent you would 
have taken up my Thoughts too 
much, and I never was a Friend to 
much Thinking: Novels I have 
read a few, but then they were writ- 
ten ſome time ago, and are out of 
Date with my preſent Acquaintance, 
who like nothing but what is per- 
fectly new. As to what are called 

Good Books, indeed, I don't think 
the Ladies know much more than! 
do. They talk of fine Sermons and 
charming Preachers, but I don't be- 
| lieve 
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lieve they remember enough to be 
the better for them. Plays they are 
better acquainted with, and I often 
hear them repeat Speeches that I be- 
lieve are very fine, But Dreſs and 
Cards are the chief things ſpoken of. 
There are fo many different Faſhions, 


| and ſuch a Variety of Ways of Play- 


ing the Game, that I fancy they could 
talk them over till Dooms-day. I 
wiſh I knew a little more of the Mat- 
ter; but I am quite at a Loſs, — 
Here I am dreſſed up, like a jointed 
Doll; tho* indeed this makes me 
ſomething of the fine Lady, for they 
hate Trouble ; and to be ſure there 
is ſome in lifting one's Arms to one's 
Head. As to Cards, I have ſate by, 
and looked over, but I get up again 
Juſt as wiſe as I ſat down. It would 
be a greater fatigue to me to play for 
an Hour, than to make Cheeſe and 
Butter by the whole Day together. 

Vor. I. X But 
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But I muſt pay ſome Tax for my fine 
Cloaths and my Coach, and I 40 en- 
Joy them, As I ſaid before, I want 
you ſadly, for here I know Nobody 
I can truſt; for my Aukwardnels and 
Ignorance only make me laughed at. 
Even my own Woman ſmiles fre- 
quently, with a kind of Sneer, at my 
Manner of ſaying and doing things, 
I was vaſtly happy for the firſt Fort- 
night or three Weeks after I mar- 
ried; for what with travelling, ſee- 
ing fine Places, and being called my 
Lady, my little Brain was almoſt 
turned. I begin to be more com- 
poſed now; but I wiſh I was more 
like you. I dare ſay you would be 
at no Loſs here in my Place, Miſs 
Piercy's Acquaintance was a vaſt Help 
to you ; I wiſh ſhe had taken as great 
a Fancy to me too; but tho' I muſt 
ſay ſhe was always very civil, and I 
have heard you fay ſhe thought me 
a good 
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a good ſort of Girl, ſhe never in- 
vited me to her Houſe, you know, 
as ſhe did you. Well, I ſhall im- 


prove in Time. *Tis never too late 
to mend. 


Good Night, my dear Fanny. *Tis 
paſt Twelve, and my Eyes can ſcarce- 


ly keep open any longer than to tell 
you that I am 
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Yours very ſincerely, 


Lucy GRESHAM. 
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> ET I-06 KAY. 
Fanny Mtanows to Lach 
GRESHAM. 


OUR Letter, my Dear, was 
indeed unexpected, and the Plea- 
5 fure very great which I experienced 
on the Receipt of it. I moſt truly 
and fervently congratulate you on your 
Marriage, I rejoice moſt particularly 
that your Advancement has not inſpi- 
red you with Pride, and I pity your 
Embartaſſments. The gay World, 
my Dear, the faſhionable Circle, are 
not our accuſtomed Places of Action. 


For my own Part, my Lucy, (par- 
don the Freedom of Friendſhip,) I 
have abſolutely rejected the ſplendid 
Fortune and elevated Rank which 
were offered to my Acceptance. A- 
las! the Rank and F ortune were tri- 
fling 
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* LY 


fling Advantages in my Opinion; but 


the Man, the amiable, the excellent 
Man, who invited me to ſhare them 
with him, is too amiable, too excel- 
lent to be rejected with Indifference. 
I own that my Heart ſuffers in the 
Triumph of my Duty; but let it 
ſuffer : I will not liſten to its Dic- 
tates. Mrs. Caſtleton approves my 
Conduct. As to Lord Rutland, tho 
I believe his Love condemns me, yet 
I am certain his Reaſon applauds me, 
and his Eſteem is increaſed. May he 
be happy ! — happy as he deſerves to 
be— with ſome more worthy Woman. 


He has promiſed he will urge me no 


further on this Subject; but could I 
deſcribe his Air, his Manner, the me- 
lancholy and Diſtreſs diſplayed on his 
expreſſive Countenance, you would 
think I have made ſome Sacrifice. — 
To- morrow he leaves us; it ought to 
beit muſt be ſo! Nothing but Ab- 
K 3 ſence 
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ſence can perhaps effect a perfect Cure. 
Mrs. Caſtleton is kinder to me than 
ever. She pities me for the Uneaſi- 
neſs which J cannot conceal from her 
piercing Obſervation, and yet ſhe en- 
Joys my Determination, It is natu- 
ral ſhe ſhould rejoice in it. I already 
owe too many Obligations to this no- 
ble Family. — Snatched from — Ah! 
my unhappy Mother, what is become 
of her? What a Situation 1s her's ! 
Shall I then lament my own Fate in 
the Loſs of a Man who was not born 
for me? No, I will ſilence every re- 
pining Thought. How miſerable is 
ſhe who muſt condemn herlelt ! What 
Pangs does Innocence eſcape ! May J 
ever preſerve that Boſom Friend ! 
* W % * * 

He is gone, my Dear, Lord Rat- 
land is gone. I will not attempt to 
deſeribe our parting. t was too tender 


on his Side, I was more of a IIeroine 
than 
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than I thought I ſhould have been. 
My Reſolution is laudable, and I was 
endued with Fortitude to ſupport it. 
But the Emotions of the Heart cannot 
be wholly ſubdued. No ſooner was 
my Lord gone, than the Tears flowed 
down my Cheeks. I endeavoured to 
conceal them; Mrs. Caſtleton obſerved 
my Struggles, and, embracing me with 
the utmoſt Tenderneſs, ** Do not be 
aſhamed, my Dear, (ſaid ſhe) to 
weep, There would be little Merit 
in your Refuſal, if you regarded my 
Nephew with Indifference. Retire, my 
ſweet Girl, if it is your Wiſh to be 
alone. Let me be no Reſtraint upon 
you.” I kiſſed her Hand, and gladly 
took the Advantage of her Permiſſion 
to retire immediately, 


| Tthank Heaven, Reflection ſtrength- 

ens my Reſolution, May I ever re- 
main the humble Fanny Meadows, and 
cijoy Self Approbation, rather than 
K 4 become 
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become the Honourable Lady Rutland, 


and loſe the Congratulations of my 


own Heart. Will Ton, my Dear, 
congratulate me on this Occaſion? 
Do not be dazzled with the Splendour 
of the Offer I have refuſed. You 
find that Titles, when they grow 
familiar, ceaſe to give the Pleaſure 
you expected from them. May your 


Happineſs exceed even your higheſt 


Hopes, but be aſſured you will not 
receive it from Pomp and Grandeur. 


You wiſh for me, dear Lady Greſbam; 


you think I ſhould be more equal to 
the faſhionable Duties of your Station. 
In ſome Degree they may be called 


ſo, but am as inexperienced as your- 


ſelf: My dear Miſs Piercy, though 
ſhe was verſed in all the Politeneſs that 
excludes Inſincerity, always treated 
me with that endearing Familiarity ſo 
neceſſary to Friendſhip. Satisfied with 


enlarging my Underſtanding, andim-- 


proving 
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proving my Heart, ſhe taught me no 
Leſſons but what ſhe thought would 
| increaſe my Happineſs, in the humble 
Situation in which Providence had 
placed me, A Situation moſt ſuited 
to my Turn of Mind; I enjoyed it, 
for I feared not the Evils to which 
have been ſince expoſed. But how 
inſenſibly Self has run away with my 
Pen! Can you not, my Dear, chuſe 
out ſome friendly Inſtructreſs, who 
will be ſuperior to the idle Folly of 
laughing at a Perſon's Ignorance of 
thoſe Cuſtoms, which ſhe has had no 
Opportunity of obſerving? Do not, 
however, ſuffer yourſelf to be per- 
ſuaded to follow any Faſhion which 
Duty condemns. Better, far better 
had you remained the humble Cottager, 
than to exchange a guileleſs Heart for 
a mere external Poliſh. Cheriſh that 
Frankneſs, that Sincerity of Heart, 
which has hitherto diſtinguiſhed you. — 

That 
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That Humility of Spirit, which will 
exalt you to a higher Title than the 


moſt dignified earthly Station.—Do 
not be uneaſy that you can't at preſent 
acquit yourſelf with that Eaſe in Com- 
pany which you obſerve in others.— 
Has Sir Thomas no Relations who 
could inſtruct you? Surely, if he has, 
it would have been better to have in- 
troduced you to them firſt, than to 
have diſtreſſed you, by bringing you 
into the Midſt of a gay World. In. 


treat him to chuſe ſome proper Perſon 


to inform you what you want to know, 
This will convince him of your Deſire 
to oblige him, and he will contrive 
Means for the Improvement of your 
Politeneſs. 


As for me, my Luc, Ir have begged 


of Mrs. Caſtleton to place me in a 


diſtant Retreat, with ſome elderly Lady, 
who has no dangerous Connections, 
(indeed my Fears do not ariſe from 

Vanity, 
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Vanity, but Experience,) with whom 
I ſhould joyfully accept the Office of 
Servant. My generous Benefactreſs 
will not hear me talk of Service. She 
ſhall recommend me, ſhe ſays, as a 
Companion to a Widow Lady, who 
lives in Dorſetſhire, who, ſhe Kindly 
adds, will thank her for the moſt 
valuable Preſent ſhe ever received. 
She has written this Morning, there- 


fore I have taken a laſt Farewell of 


Lord Rutland. It is for the beſt, —I 
ought not to ſee him any more. I ſhall 


ſoon, I doubt not, be pertectly eaſy 


on his Account. Pray for me, that 
Providence may ſupport me in all 
Diſtreſſes. You ſhall have another 
Letter when my Departure 1s ſettled, 
and I will ſend you a Direction. In 
all Situations believe me to be 


Your ſincerely affectionate, 
Frances MEapows. 
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LETTER XXV. 


Fax v MrADOWS 0 Lach 
GRESHAM. 


7 N the Fulneſs of my Heart I now 
take up my Pen. Zucy, I ſhudder 
for you. What a World have you 
entered! Virtue is laughed at, deſpiſed! 
The Spirit of Diſſipation actuates the 
Movements of Life. -People would 
be offended at being termed irrational, 
yet their Pleaſures are merely animal, 
But am I not too ſevere ? Are not my 


Reflections too general ? I am offend- 


ed — ſhocked! —Why are Lord Rut- 
land and my excellent Protectreſs 
diſhonoured by a Relation ſo little al- 
lied to their Virtues! But I will give 


you the frightful Particulars of the 
Affront offered to the Sex indeed, tho 
particularly addreſſed to me. 


Sir 


Fanny MEaDpows. 141 


Sir Milward Fackſon is the Son of 
Mrs. Caſtleton's Siſter. He loſt both 
his Patents before he came of Age. 
They left him a very affluent Fortune, 
with an immediate and entire Com- 
mand of it. He has run through 
every Excefs, that the Names of Plea- 
fire and Faſhion could recommend; 
and at the Age of Thirty-five has all 
the Infirmities of Seventy. Mrs. Caſtle- 
to has his Company once a Tear 
for one Night, and I believe the only 
Pleaſure ſhe feels on the Occaſion i iS, 
that his Stay is ſo very ſhort, I wiſh 
the Viſit had been delayed for a Week 
or two longer, and I ſhould, perhaps, 
have eſcaped the Mortification he 
cauſed me. I was with Mrs. Caftle- 
ton when he arrived, and ſhe did not 
deſire my Abſence. Indeed, as he 
had juſt recovered from a dangerous 
Illneſs, which, he ſaid, had greatly 
lowered his Spirits, and he had men- 

tioned 
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tioned me in a Letter, to give Notice 
of his Approach, ſhe did not fear any 
Affront intended to me, and could 
not diſpenſe with my Attendance. | 
received him with the Reſpect [I 


thought due to ſo near a Relation of 


my Benefactreſs. He glanced his Eye 
over me from Head to Foot, and, 
turning to Mrs. Caſtleton, <©* Mils 
Meadows, I preſume, Madam ! a fine 
Girl, upon my Honour ! very hand- 
| ſome, indeed — a perfect Venus!“ 


Forgive, my Dear, the ſeeming Va- 
nity; I only repeat this Rant, to give 
you an Idea of his Character. He 
exalted this worthleſs Perſon, whilſt 
he entertained the moſt deſpicable 
Opinion of my Mind. Judge if his 
Praiſes did not teach me Humility, I 
was abaſhed by the Flattery he choſe 
to beſtow upon me; but Mrs. Caſtle- 
ton relieved me, and the Converſation 

taking 
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taking a different Turn, I liſtened, in 
Hopes of hearing ſomething that 
might excite in me leſs unfavourable 
Thoughts of him. But how differ- 
ent, how ſhockingly unlike 1s this 
Man to Lord Rutland. His Couſin ! 
It cannot ſurely be. The lighteſt, 
moſt diſſipated Diſcourſe ſeemed fa- 
miliar to him; and when Mrs. Caftle- 
ton, with her uſual Goodneſs of Heart, 
ſought to render improving Subjects' 
engaging, his Yawns and Inattention 
ſhewed how incapable he was of re- 
lining any rational Enjoyments. I 
was diſguſted, and determined to leave 
the Room, when Mrs. Caſtleton was 
called out to ſpeak with ſome Perſon 
on Buſineſs. It would have been diſ- 
reſpectful, and looked too particular, 
to have retired immediately ; I there- 
fore kept my Seat, though perhaps 
with ſome Appearance of Diſſatisfac- 
tion. As his Lite has been wholly 

ſpent 
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ſpent (/pent, waſted indeed,) in the 
faſhionable World, I was at a Loſs 
on what Subject to ſupport a Conver. 
ſation, and I dreaded Silence, left he 
ſhould interrupt it by ſome diſagreea- 
ble Obſervation. TI was not too ap- 
prehenſive.— Mrs. Caſtleton had ſcarce. 
ly left the Room, when he approached 
1 and, with a Smile of Contempt, 

% Ho that old Woman chaunts out 
her mufty Proverbs ! faid _ ſhe for- 
128 that 

.Youth's the Seaſon made for Joy, 

Love is then our Duty. 
But you have had one to remind you 
of it, my Sweet One, ha? Lord Rat- 
land, I hear, beſieges you cloſely — 
He is a fine young Fellow, and I don't 
wonder that you love him. But how 
do you manage to keep your Amour 
ſecret from the old Lady ? Egad! you 
muſt be good Contrivers ; but I al- 
ways faid, when I have heard of 
Harry $ 
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Harry's Sobriety, and Regularity, that 


he was a ſly Dog. This Affair proves 


it; for this old Piece of Mortality 


would have diſcovered your I . 
if it were not well conducte 


The Cruelty of the 8 the 
injury: offered to Lord Rutland, in 
concluding him to be ſo abandoned a 
Seducer, and the little Hope of con- 
vincing ſuch a Man as this, of the 
Injuſtice he was guilty of, wounded 
my very Soul. To remain filent was 
to acknowledge him to have judged 
truly of our Situation. I forced my- 


ſelf, therefore, to return him this 
Anſwer : **+ How cruel, Sir Milward, 


is it to imagine, that Poverty and In- 
nocence cannot ſubſiſt together, or that 


Riches and Grandeur are always Snares 
to the Poſſeſſor! I do moſt ſolemnly 
aſſure you, that Lord Rutland never 


harboured a Thought to my Diſho- 
nour ; and I hope I can as truly ſay, 
that Virtue, ſupported by the Aſſiſt- 
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ance of Heaven, could have refifted 
every Argument of Vice, whoever was 
is Advecate.“ My pretty Preacher, 
anſwered he, ironically, it is not the 
Force of Argument ſo much as the 
HEloquence of the Paſſions that tri- 


umphs over Virtue. But why this 
Defence? Do you fear my Cenſures 
Undeceive yourſelf, my Child I ho- 


nour the generous Girl, who is guided 
by Nature's Dictates. But why did 
Lord Rutland bring you under the 
Roof of this ſcrupulous antiquated 
Prude? Could he not have choſen 
ſome private Retreat? 


Oh! Lacy, how ſevere a Suffering 
is Poverty, when it ſubjects us to In- 


ſults ſuch as theſe! I could not veſtrain 


my Tears. Good God, ſaid I, is it 
poſſible that Lord Rutland can be ſuſ- 


pected of Villainy! Excuſe me, Sir 
Mikward, you arg no Judge of the 


Sentiments of a benevolent Heart. 


His Principles would not permit him 


tO 
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to injure any one. For me, Sir, I am 
a Stranger to you. You might Tup- 
poſe, that, to a Perſon oppreſſed with 
the Weight of Piſtreſfes and Obliga- 
tions, the Glitter of Splendour and 
Affluence muſt be irreſiſtable. Pro- 
feſſions of my Virtue will be diſbe- 
lieved where Lord Nurland's Honour 
is ſuſpected. My Heart acquits me, 
and Mrs. Caſtleton can do Juftice to 
my Aſſertions of Innocence. But 
think of me as you pleaſe I ſubtnit.” 

Here Mrs. Caſleton entered; the 
obſeryed my Tears and Diſcompoſure, 
and, in the tendeteſt Manner, enquired 
the Cauſe, My Heart was full==my 
Eyes overflowed;=—* Oh! Madath, 
cried 1, Sir Milward believes me to 
be a Wretch unworthy of your Favour, 
or indeed of any thing but Contempt. 
Will you defend the injured Fanny 
Meadotos? I could add no more, 
but, with my Handkerchief at my 
"70 indulged my Affliction. Sir 

L 2 Milward 
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Milward was ſurprized at the Effect 
his Obſervations had produced; © Up- 
on. my Soul, cried he, this is very 
ſtrange. What do the Girl mean? 
Is it a Diſgrace to one in her Situation 
to be Miſtreſs to a young Nobleman? 
He does her Honour, and if it be 
your Pleaſure to have her live with you, 
certainly you are very kind,” —** For 
ſhame, Sir Milward! anſwered my 
Benefactreſs, warmly, how dare you 
inſinuate Suſpicions ſo injurious to Lord 
Rutland, to this amiable Girl, and to 
myſelf. Know, Sir, they are ſuperior 
to your Attacks. —They can diſtin- 
guiſh between the falſe Opinions of 
the World, and the Conduct which 
involves in real Diſgrace. —Amongſt 
what deſpicable Beings do you place 
me, when you imagine I can connive 
at ſuch an Intimacy as you hint at! 


I could not have believed” Sir Mil- 
ward interrupted her: * My dear 


good. Lady, cried he, what a Pother 
| | 18 
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is here about nothing ; - I had heard 
that the Caſe was much worſe. Mar- 
nage was talked of, but I thought 
Lord Rutland knew too much of the 
nie not to prefer the Life of Hon- 

Who is there that cenſures a 
Rate for thoſe ſoft Attachments? 


and a Man of his Rank and Fortune. 


It would be ridiculous! I can't fay I 
imagined you would chuſe to have his 
Miſs your Companion, but I did not 


know whether you might not have 


conſented to guard her from the Waſps 
and Flies that flutter around Beauty, 
till he had provided her ſome Place of 
Reſidence. And you, my little Sen- 
fitive Plant, did I too rudely touch 
upon the Subject of Love? You muſt 
expect to be jeſted with, Child, and 
ſurely you may well ſupport it, when 
you have gained ſuch a Heart. As to 
the Names of Wife and Huſband 

They only mean III- -nature, Cares, 

and rm,” 


L3 Tours 
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Yours is. the Life for Conſtancy in 
Love.“ 


ws, | eopſd not bear, unanſwered, cheſs 
inſulting Airs. I hear you, Sir, ſaid 
I, with Amazement and Horror. But 
what elſe can be expected from the 
Deſpiſer of Human Tyes, and the 
Tranſgreſſor of Divine? Virtue is too 
much injured to attempt any further 
Juſtification.” I then haſtily left the 
Room, nor could I prevail upon my- 
ſelf to enter it again while he ſtaid; 
Mrs. Caſtleton, far from deſiring me to 
do ſo, ſhewed ſuch apparent Diſappro- 
bation of his Sentiments and Manner, 
that he took Leavethe next Morning, — 
Poor Wretch! how I pity him and all 
of his Mode of Thinking. I am pre- 
paring for my Departure. Mrs. Martyn, 
to whom my Benefactreſs wrote, has 
ſent ſuch a. Letter, as aſſures me of the 
kindeſt Reception, I. ſhall be her 
Companion, her Friend, ſhe ſays; ſhe 
expects me with Impatience. 980 
And 


1 
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And now, my Lucy, what is there 
todiſquiet me but my unhappy, Mother, 
and my own way ward Heart? for, oh! 
my Dear, my Heart does ſuffer, butmy 
Duty rejoices... I would not again ſee 
Lord Rutland. I will ever avoid. him 
til] I have entirely conquered my re- 
bellious Inclinations. The Time, I 
hope, will come, when we may meet 
with Safety: But what further Inter- 
courſe ſhall I have with this amiable 
Family? My future Lot is hidden in 
Uncertainty. But J will endeavour to 
acquit myſelf ſo as to enjoy Self- Ap- 
probation, and leave to Heaven the 
Diſpoſal of my temporal State, with 


the Reſignation and Truſt that becomes 


aChriftian. 


Adieu! my Dear. Lou ſhall FER 
informed of. my Change of Situation, 
and every Circumſtance that relates to: 


Your ſincerely affectionate, 
Frances Ma pows. 


L 4 LET- 
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LETTER XXVII. 


Gronc: WatLacs, Eſq, to Fanty 
- Mzavows. 

yy ov «in be ſurprized, moſt ami- 
able of your Sex, to receive a 
Letter from a Perſon entirely unknown 
to you; but, as the Friend of Lord 
Rutland, J am deeply intereſted in 
every thing that regards the amiable 
_ Miſs Meadows. My Friend has in- 
formed me of his Love, your Refuſal, 
your exalted Motives, and your noble 
Reſolution. He has alſo, as far as 
Words can expreſs the Language of 
the Heart, deſcribed the Melancholy, 
the Deſpair he feels. Oh! Miſs Mea- 
dows, can you deſtroy the Happineſs 
of the Man who adores you? Can you 
value the Opinion of the World more 
than his Peace? You owned a tender 
Attachment; Ah! how little do you 


know of Love, if you are capable of 
Fer- 
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Perſeverance in ſuch Cruelty ! Yes, I 
repeat, Cruelty. You are formed for 
each other. Do not attempt to coun- 
teract the Deſigns of Heaven. In the 
Eye of Providence, Engagements, ce- 
mented by the Heart, are more ſacred 
and indiſſoluble than the Vows uttered 
before the Prieſt. — The Heart only 
need to be conſulted in ſuch Connec- 
tions; and when the Parties no longer 
feel the tender Paſſion, the Tye is 
broken. What have Laws to do with 


Love? 


« Love, free as Air, at Sight of Human 
Ties, | 

Spreads his light Wings, a in a — 
ment flies.“ 


You think Lord ale would bs 
degraded by a Marriage with you. I 
own I am of a different Opinion. 
Your Merit would confer Honour on 
his Choice, and his Rank do Juſtice 
to your Merit. But you regard the 

e Opinion 
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Opinion of the World, and ſacrifice 
your Inclinations to conciliate its Fa- 
vour. Be it ſo. That World has 
nothing to do with the Life of Ho- 
nour. Lou would have every Ad- 
vantage of the Wife except the Name; 
and you can never prefer Sound to 
Senſe. How will your Generoſity 
attach the Heart of Lord Rutland! 
Can a mere Ceremony ſecure ſo ſteady 


a Flame as is lighted up by the Breath 


of unreſtrained Love? Sweet Excel- 
lence! you muſt gently fan the Flame 
you have kindled. What are Titles? 


& Fame, Wealth, and Honour, what 
are you to Love?” 


Reſign yourſelf implicitly to its Dic- 
tates. Reward my Friend's Paſſion, 
and you will ſecure to yourſelf not 
only his. Heart, but his Gratitude. 
| I am, 
Your ſincere Admirer, 
GEORCE WALLACE. 


L E Is 
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L E T T E R XXVIII. 


Fanny Mreapows to GEORGE 
WaLLace, E.; 


Am aſtoniſhed, Sir, that a Perſon, 

- who. profeſſes himſelf to be the 
Friend of Lord Rutland, ſhould give 
Advice, which could proceed only 


from an Enemy : Or that, after having 


rejected the moſt Honourable Solicita- 


tion, in my Senſe of the Word, you 


could imagine me capable of being 
influenced by the moſt deteſtable So- 
phiſtry? Though bred in the humble 
Scenes of Life, I have poſſeſſed a 


Friend, elevated by Rank and For- 
tune, but more diſtinguiſhed'by Merit. 
She improved my Reliſh. for every 
Virtue, I have now ſeen more of the 


degenerate Manners of the World, 


but my Heart is uncorrupted with 


them. Lord Rutland feels and ac- 
know ledges the Force of my Objec- 
| tions 
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tions — He ſubmits to them. — How 
could you ſuppoſe, Sir, that your Ar- 
guments ſhould ſucceed where his 
have failed? He wiſhed to make me 
his, but it was by the Laws of God 
and Man, Though the Contract of 
tne Heart 1s regiſtered in Heaven, 
yet, whilſt the Ceremonials of Mar 
riage are ordained as the Support of 
mara Virtue, they are to be confi- 
dered as religious Obligations. To 
tranſgreſs Duties we owe to Society, 
is to offend againſt our Creator. The 
Life of Honour, as you phraſe it, is, 
in reality, a Life of Diſgrace and Ig- 


nominy. — True Honour is only ſup- 


ported by the Laws of Chriſtianity.— 
Both my Duty and my Love (yes, 


Sir, I acknowledge 1 love) confirm 


me in my Refuſal of Lord Rutland's 


generous Propoſals, By becoming 


his Wife I ſhould degrade him in the 
Opinion of the World, and (as we 
are circumſtanced) myſelf in my own 

eſteem, 
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eſteem. But were I to take your 
Advice— Ah! what a Wretch ſhould 
be. How loſt to Virtue and Shame! 


Ruin, and deſerved Infamy my Por- 


tion, Lord Rutland, Sir, never con- 
ſidered me in the humiliating Light 


in which you are pleaſed to place me. 


He knew what was due to his own 
and to my Character. — Perhaps you 


may accuſe the poor Country Girl of 


Pride; but it is the Dignity of af- 
fronted Virtue, — My Reſolution is 
fixed. — To be truly the Friend of 
Lord Rutland, Mr. Wallace will ac- 
quieſce with him in the Determination 
of : 2 


Frances MEA DO ws. 
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LETTE R XXIX. 
Fanny Mr apows 10 Lach GR ESHAU. 


=D E Struggle is paſt. — Luc, 
tis all over! I have quitted 
Mrs. Caſtleton, and bade adieu to 
every Hope of ſeeing Lord Rulland 
more. I have been importuned — 
(Oh! Lady Greſbam, to what Inſults 
does Poverty expoſe one ]) I have been 
importuned to become — Lord Ru- 
land's Miſtreſs! By a Man who calls 
himſelf his Friend — Could Lord Rat- 
land propoſe ſuch an Expedient? 
Could he think of triumphing over 
my Virtue, becauſe he knew he had 
gained a Place in my Heart? No! 
it is impoſſible — He is not capable of 
ſuch Treachery, His generous Soul 
would have condeſcended to raiſe me 
to an Equality with him, but I cannot 
believe it ever harboured a Wiſh to 


level me with the weakeſt of Human 
| Kind. 
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Kind. I have anſwered the Letter of 
this wretched Advocate for Guilt —I 


will deſerve the Eſteem of Lord Rut- 
land, though I muſt not, cannot re- 
ward his Love.—But no moreof theſe 
ſoftening Complaints. Ought he not 
to know the Man whom he honours 
too much, by conſidering him as a 
Friend? But my Intelligence might 
appear to be intereſted, — and I have 
heard Lord Rutland frequently tell his 
Aunt, that Mr. Wallace, with a friendly 
and benevolent Diſpoſition in other 
Reſpects, had Libertine Principles in 


regard to our Sex. His Letter is a 


Proof of this Part of his Character. 


| Lord Ratland wiſhes and endeavours 


to promote his Reformation. Ah! 
can his Precepts, can ſuch an Exam- 
ple fail, in Time, of producing the 
deſired Effect? 

Jam now placed with an elderly 
Lady, very diſtant from my excellent 
Benefactreſs. With what Regret did 

5 | that 
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that amiable Woman bid me adieu 
As J kiſſed her Hand, and poured 
forth the Effuſions of my Heart, 
(alas! my Tears flowed faſter than my 
Words,) ſhe threw her Arms around 
my Neck, and claſped me fondly to 
her Boſom. — My dear, dear Girl, 
(ſhe kindly exclaimed,) how. ſhall ! 
live without you? — But I admire, 1 
revere you for your Reſolution ; let 
me not weaken it. — Farewell, my no- 
ble Fanny! — Yes, you are dignified 
by Virtue.” I returned her Careſſſes, 
offered up a fervent Prayer for her's 
and Lord Rut/and's Happinels, and, 
forcing myſelf from her, threw myſelf 
into the Chaiſe which ſhe had ordered. 
The Servants all wept at parting — 
painfully- pleaſing Proof of their Af. 
fection. Dear, honeſt Souls! !] felt 
real Gratitude and Love in Return. 
More, alas! is not in my Power, — 


But I am an the Situation Providence 
al- 
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aſligned for me, and I have no Right 
to — TI will not complain. 


Mrs. Martyn, the Lady with whom 
I now live, received me with Marks of 
Affection; in ſuch a Manner, indeed, 
as convinced me my dear Benefactreſs 
had ſhewn her good Opinion in her 
Recommendation of me. My Taſk 
is eaſy : I have only to write for Mrs. 
Martyn, to read to her, and to diſ- 
charge the little Offices of Tea-mak- 
ing, Carving, &c. when ſhe has Com- 
pany, which very rarely happens ; for 
ſhe is very old, and her Infirmities 
make her unfit anddiſinclined to much 
Society, She is very charitable, I 
find, was a good Wife, and, I fancy, 
a kind Miſtreſs, for her Domeſtics are 
grown old in her Service. Her Books 
are her Delight, but I own her Studies 
are beyond my Depth. I read, but I 
do not comprehend them. My dear 
Miſs Piercy's Library chiefly conſiſted 

Vor, I. M 1 
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of religious Authors, the beſt Novels, 
Poetry, and Hiſtory, We read, to 


teach us how to live! What I now 


peruſe would compoſe me to Sleep, if 
my Mind were leſs agitated. Bur I 
pleaſe my old Lady She liſtens with 
Attention, till, loft in Meditation, ſhe 
ſinks into a gentle Nap. I find it 
neceſſary, however, ſtill to continue 
my Employ, for if I ſtop, ſhe awakes, 
and wonders what occaſions the Pauſe, 


not being ſenſible, or not chuſing to 


acknowledge her own Drowfineſs. — 
I read again, and, after a Time, again 
Jall her to Repoſe, the continued Sound 
of my Voice lengthening her Slumber. 


The old Lady is very good, but 
rather too ſevere, I think, in her No- 


tions. She condemns, as capital 
Crimes, what ſurely may properly be 
conſidered as innocent Indulgencies— 
I would, on no Account, have her ſee 
me read a Novel. All Poetry is cor- 
rupt, 
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rupt, ſhe ſays, and ſhe is glad I never 
attended Miſs Pzercy to any Town 
where I might have been ſeduced into 
its gay Amuſements, —At Play-houſes 
and Aſſemblies, ſhe ſays, Satan is chief 
Proprietor, —Surely it is rather uncha- 
ritable to condemn all Pleaſures for 
which we have no Reliſh; Amuſe— 
ment is neceſſary, and not only inno- 
cent but laudable, if it does not exceed 
the Bounds of Moderation. Mrs. 
Martyn does not, however, aſk my 
Opinion, but gives me her own.—She 
wiſhes, I believe, to have my Aſſent, 
but I can't contradict my Sentiments ſo 
much as to join with her. 


J muſt own that, notwithſtanding 
my Reverence for this Lady's Charac-. 
ter, my Heart is not diſpoſed to attach 
ſelf to her, as it is did to Mrs. Caſtle- 
ton. - She does not poſſeſs thoſe tender 
Feelings of the Soul, which attract and 
cement the Aﬀection, and from which 
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ariſe our greateſt Pains and Pleaſures. 
But it is certainly ſafer to truſt to the 
Principles, than to the Heart, Ah! 
J feel it to be ſo.— The latter would 
miſlead me, but I will not attend to 
it. Adieu! my dear Lady Greſbam.— 
Let me have a Line very ſoon. Iam 


Ever yours, 


FRANCES MEADOWS. 


LET. 
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LETTER 


Lady GR ESH AM to FANNY 
MEADOWS. 


I Am glad, my Dear, very glad, to 
hear you are ſettled, but I muſt tell 
you, I think you have been too ſcru- 
pulous. — Indeed, I have told you fo 
before, but you did not mind me. 
Why, you would have made a Figure 
in what they call High Life. For 
my Part, I ſometimes wiſh myſelf in 
our old Cottage again, —There I knew 


what I had to do, and could pleaſe 


myſelf with what I did; but here I 


am all Ignorance and Confuſion, As 
for you, the Caſe is quite different, — 


By living fo much with Miſs Percy, 
and, I ſuppoſe, being naturally cleverer, 
you are quite fit for a fine Lady, and, 
I am ſure, Lord Rutland would never 


have had Reaſon to be aſhamed of 


vou. I think I could talk with you 
better than I can write to you, —I 


really am like you with Regard to 


M 3 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Martyn's Books, I don't always 
know your Meaning.—lI wiſh IT had a 
Quarter of your Senſe, for, as it is, I 
am ſometimes afraid Sir Thomas is a- 
ſhamed of me. Poor Jeffery! he would 
have been proud of me. —I ſhould 
have done much better to have choſe 
him. But 'tis too late to repent when 
I can't mend myſelf.— I always uſed 
to think, Fanny, that when People 
married, it was that they might live 
together, but quite the contrary.— 
Here, I believe, you are ſomewhat 
under the ſame Miſtake, only you have 
heard Miſs Pzercy talk of what was 
going forward in the great World; 
and 'ris quite the Faſhion for Huſband 
and Wife not to be ſeen together, ſo 
_ that it don't greatly ſignify who one is 
married to.— I ſometimes ſee nothing 
of Sir Thomas for three or four Days 
together, and when he is at home, we 
are in ſeparate Rooms, except at 
Meals. Heigh, ho! I thought I ſhould 
£ mM, | have 
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have been much happier than I am. 
Yet how is it poſſible, with ſo much 
Grandeur about me, I ſhould be un- 
eaſy.I don't know how it is, but I 
look at my Finery without half the 
Pleaſure I uſed to have in it. I ſup- 
pole it was the Newneſs recommended 
it.— And as to a Coach, Lord! help 
me, I feel better when I am walking. 


have got a Couſin of Sir Thomas's 
to ſtay with me, and I hoped ſhe 
would have taught me what to do; 
but ſhe laughs ſo much at my Igno- 
rance, that I feel quite aſhamed of 
myſelf, —I durſt hardly aſk any Queſ- 
tions. —I muſt ſay, I think this mak- 
ing a Joke of any Body, is no Proof of 
Gentility, which Miſs Laurence boaſts 
ſo much of.—Indeed, if I had been 
brought up at Court, and neglected 
Opportunities of Learning, I ſhould 
have been to blame for not doing bet- 
ter ; but you know, Fanny, (nay you 
| hav ſaid ſo) how ſhould I, who never 
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was out of a Country Village, be at 
once acquainted with all the Faſhions 
of behaving in Town ?— Tis cruel, 
and, I think, not juſt to laugh at me, 
when ſhe might, by teaching, make 
| ſomething of me. 


I always loved you, Fanny, but I 


love you now more than ever, for you 
ſeem to be my only Friend. —My poor 
Father and Mother are ſent into a di- 
ſtant Part of the Country, for I do 
believe Sir Thomas is aſhamed of his 
Relations. Dear Souls ! they thought 
ſo, and were glad to get away.—They 
felt quite unſettled, and did not know 
what to do with themſelves. —Well! 
it can't be helped now.,—I wiſh you 
were with me, Fanny, and yet you are 
ſo handſome, and Sir Thomas is ſo taken 
with new Faces, perhaps I ſhould quite 
loſe his Heart then — So that'tis better 
for us to write. — God bleſs you! and 
make you happier than is at preſent 
Your ſincere Friend, 
Lucy GRESHAM. 
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LET TER XXX: 
Fanny MEapows to Lach GRESHAM. 


OW often, my dear Lady Greſ- 

ham, we miſtake the Means of 
Happineſs ! Diſappointed by Experi- 
ence, we fancy ſuperior Joys in untried 
Situations. Theſe are alſo deceitful ! 
No State is exempt from Trials. You 
fancied, my Lucy, that Greatneſs and 
Happineſs were only different Words 
of the ſame Meaning. Tou find it to 
be otherwiſe, I feel for your Diſtreſſes ; 
but beware of Jealouſy, baniſh Diſtruſt, 
or you admit a Gueſt that will entirely 

rob you of your Quiet. 


The Cuſtoms of the World, I grant, 
may too much influence Sir Thomas; 
but I really believe, from what I have 
heard Miſs Piercy remark of the Gay 
and Great, that the Attention is rather 
diſſipated than the Affections enga- 
ged. He is till equally eſtrangedꝭ but 
* 
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perhaps the Evil is more eaſily to be 
cured. Patience and Meekneſs may 
reſtore his Heart, at leaſt they will ſe. 
cure to you the Approbation of your 
own. If Miſs Laurence deſpiſes you 
for what, as you truly obſerve, ſhould 
not be imputed-to you as a Fault, have 
you no valuable Friend who could in. 
ſtruct you in forming your Manners, 
without corrupting your Heart ?— 
You think me qualified for the great 
World,—No, my Dear, my Acquaint- 
ance, my Intimacy I may ſay, with Miſs 
Piercy, while it improved my Under. 
ſtanding, taught me the Value of rural 
Simplicity. The Pleaſures of a Town 
Life are tumultuous. - Miſs Percy al- 
ways mixed in them, but was never 
diſſipated by them. The ſtill, ſerene 
Delights are moſt ſuitable to my Taſte, 
and conformable to my Deſire of Self 
Approbation.—Do not reproach Sir 
Thomas with his frequent Abſences.— 
| cane the Tye he has vpon your 
424 | Gratt- 
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Gratitude, from the Obligations he 
bas conferred, and that the Duty of 
every Wife is to render Home pleaſ- 
ing to her Huſband. 

My Life is as regular as I can wiſh, 
and I hope I may ſay my Heart is re- 
duced to better Order than when I 
wrote laſt. J aſſure you, I have had 
ſome Attacks made upon it ſince I 
came here, Mrs, Martyn's Steward, 
a Man of about Thirty-five, handſome 
enough, well behaved, and good natur- 
ed, 1s really become enamoured of 
your Fanny. He means me honoura- 
bly. Itis neceſſary in theſe degenerate 
Times to make thisexpreſs Declaration. 
His Civilities had been unbounded, 
but I little ſuſpected from what Source 


they flowed. —He has explained him- 


ſelf. Mrs. Martyn is his Friend—his 


Advocate, but I cannot permit her to 


be a ſucceſsful one. My Heart is not 


diſengaged from Lord Rutland, but I 


do not conſult it on this Occaſion. 
1 Mr. 
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Mr. Watſon's Taſte and Diſpoſition are 
entirely different from mine.—He is 
fond of hoarding up Money—my Joy 
would be in uſing it — He hates Read. 
ing, and I love it inexpreſſibly.—l 
acknowledge my Obligations to him, 
but own my Preference of a ſingle 
State, —I tell him I ſhould make him 
a very unſuitableWife. —I enlarge upon 


my Poverty He praiſes my Prudence 


and Economy. — Mrs. Martyn ſeconds 
him, and I cannot convince her by 
my Motives of Refuſal. She thinks 
it would be a very good Eſtabliſh- 
ment.— He will not deſiſt —Ah! my 
Lucy, muſt 1 be ever diſtreſſed with 
the Woes of Love? This was an un- 
expected Diſturbance. I cannot, can- 
not conſent. 
Es ... 2. 

I have intreated I may be urged no 
more on this Subject; Mrs. Martyn, 
from real Zeal for my Intereſt, will 
not give it up. I hope I ſhall not 


ofiend 
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offend her, but I cannot ſacrifice my 


Happineſs, my Duties, to obtain a 


Settlement, which has no other Recom- 
mendation than worldly Advantage. 
Mrs. Martyn is not a Judge of the 
Requiſites to make me happy. We 
think very differently.—She tells me 
I ſhould then be able to ſupport my 
Mother, and prevent her Continuance 
in Guilt, —That was a Plea indeed, 
but Mr. Watſen quieted the Struggle 
in my Breaſt, by ſaying, <©* That 


though he thought of marrying the 


Daughter, he did not mean to main- 
tain the Mother,” and 1 think his 
Addreſs has been cooler ſince the Men- 
tion of this Circumſtance. O never, 
never can I be prevailed upon. Adiey ! 
my Dear, 1 hope in my next to give 
you the entire Concluſion of this Affair. 


Ever Tours, 


Frances MEA DOWSAS. 


BEN. 
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Lord RUTLAND to GEORGE 
 WarLace, EV; 

T will not be Mallace] my Paſſion 

is inſurmountable. Paſſion did l 
ſay? It is my Reaſon, my Life, my 
F{appineſs or Miſery. — What are the 
Advantagesof Birth, of Wealth, with- 
out her? Yet let me not depreciate 
the Bounties of Providence. Do Il not 
poſſeſs the Means of making others 
happy? Delightful Privilege! I will 
ſtill feel, and be grateful; but, oh! 
my Friend, how contemptible do all 
the Pleaſures of this gay Place appear 
to an.enamoured Heart. I viſit, I ant 
ſeen at public Diverſions, my Body 
fills a Space, bur my Mind is un- 
occupied by any Employment. My 
Acquaintance are aſtoniſhed by the 
Change. They aſk Queſtions, they 
perſecute me. Ah! Good God, how 
impoſſible 
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impoſſible is it to talk of a beloved 


Object amongſt a Set of Inſenſibles. 

It would be Profanation. 1 
Ihave written to my Aunt Caſtleton; 
have dwelt on the Subject neareſt my 
Heart have intreated her to gain a 
Mitigation of my Sentence, a Repeal 
of my Baniſnment. Ah! the cruel 
obdurate Fanny; far from recalling 
me, ſhe flies, ſhe diſdains me; the 
haughty Villager deſpiſes me. She 
has quitted my Aunt.— I muſt not learn 
whither ſhe is gone. — Proud Fair 
One! Pardon me, my ſweeteſt Fanny, 
the undeſerved Reproach! No Pride, 
no Semblance of Vice can lurk with- 
in that gentle Breaſt. The Principles 
of Duty actuate thy Conduct. Oh! 
that Duty pleaded my Cauſe, as well 
as Love, for that ſhe loves me, Wal. 
lace, J have no doubt. How exalted 
ſuch a Character! Love, and a Mo- 
ther's Diſtreſs, were Parties on my 
Side: * but Gratitude, a Mother's and 
Aunt's 
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Aunt's Shame, her own Unworthi- 
. neſs, (could I attribute Pride to ſuch 
angelic Humility ?) theſe conſpired a- 
eainſt my Happineſs, and urged her 
to Flight, to ſecure her Victory. — 
My Aunt begs to conceal from me 
the Place of her Retreat. She left her 
to avoid me. My Fanny, I will re- 
ſpe& thy Motives; I will not ſee thee, 
I will try—painful Effort! to baniſh 
thee from my Heart ; but ever, ever 
| muſt ] preſerve for thee the Eſteem 
due to thy Virtues. — My Friend, 
adieu! I now indeed know what it is 
to love; but, alas! I have only ex- 
tended my Wiſhes to graſp Diſap- 
pointment. Pity me, Wallace: *Tis 
'all the Relief you can offer to 
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Your affectionate, 


RuTLAND. 


LE T- 
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Greer WAIL LACE, Eſq, to 


Lord RUTLAND. 


| M dear Lord, you muſt not in- 


dulge deſponding Thoughts.— 
Is there but one Woman in the World 


can make you happy ? Do not ima- 
gine ſo—Virtue is not the Growth of 
-one particular Soil — As Pope ſays of 
Happineſs, 


&« *Tis no where to be found, or eyery 
where.” ö 
I wiſh I was with you in Town, 
but as I have Company at my Houſe, 
J cannot leave it; therefore, I inſiſt 
on your indulging me with a Viſit. 
Remember, I take no Denial. Set off 
immediately is the Word of Command. 
Il did not imagine you would have 
ſuffered yourſelf to have fallen ſo deſ- 
perately in Love, —I adviſed you to 
marry, and I had no Objection to 
Vor. 1. N your 
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your taking a little Tincture of Love; 
but you have over-doſed it, gone fir 
beyond my Preſcription, and if you 
continue to proceed thus without 
Conſultation, your Recovery will be 
out of the Power of Medicine. — 
Change the Air, forſake the thin 
Food of Love for the more nouriſhing 
Diet of Beef and Mutton, and exer- 
ciſe your corporal rather than 'your 
mental Faculties. — Obſerve this Re- 
gimen, and I'll be anſwerable for the 
e of your Diſeaſe. 
We have here a droll Set to divert 
ou. — You will wiſh to know ſome- 
thing of them, but really Theſe 
People have no Characters at all.” | 
can only ſay of them, their Manners 
are Camelion, their Notions of Life 
Gothic to the higheſt Degree of Bar- 


bariſm. — They have been bred in 


Deſart, and are only fit to run wild 
amongſt their native Savages. — You 
have heard me ſpeak of my Uncle 

| Sommers .,— 
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Sammers, —t i is this old Gentl 
his Wife and Daughter, who 7 | 
me from. the. dear Town. I now 
view its Pleaſures through the mag- 
nifying End of the Teleſcope, and 
ſeem to be excluded from Elyfum. A 
little perverſe, you y will ſay ; for really, 
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when J am in London, Diſguſt creeps 


over my Engagements. — To add to 


my Diſreliſh for my preſent Society, I 
am afraid my. Coz. has ſome Deſigns 
upon this pretty Perſon of mine, 
What ſhe thinks in her Heart you 
may read in her Eyes,” and indeed 
underſtand from her Lips, for ſhe is 


moſt offenſively ſincere. If 1 thought | 
the Girl handſome and agreeable, ſhe 


ſhould not need make any Advances; 
but Deuce take it, Rutland, ſhe is not 
in my Style of Beauty, and is, I think, 
monſtrouſly ungenteel. The old Gene | 
pan and Lady conſider me as the 
ry Quinteſſence of Politeneſs ; and 
Mik has imbibed her Ideas of Per- 
N 2 fection 
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fetion? from the Opinions of Papa and 
Mamma ; fo that I am the Idol of the 
Family. Indeed, if I was deſirous of 
ſecuring a Conquelt, 1 ſhould be 
blameable i in giving you an Invitation, 
for you have ſo many captivable Qua- 
Ates, th at I ſhould affiredly loſe my 
Share of this vulnerable Heart. Upon 
my Honour, Rutland, if you were 
not ſo devoted to y your, Ruſtic Fair, 
and could reliſh the Perſon and Ac- 
compliſhments of my Coz, ſhe has 
Recommendations that weigh heavy 
in the Scale of Prudence: Fifty Thou- 
ſand Pounds have droſſy Particles 
enough, with moſt People, to over- 
balance every genuine Quality and 
Virtne. You might perhaps make 
ſomething of her. The Girl has a 
ductile Diſpoſition, — Her Under- 
ſtanding i is unpoliſhed, but probably 
it might be in your Power to brighten 
it into Luſtre, — The World would 


applaud this Choice, as much as it 


would 


oe Md ad 
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would condemn the other. — Lydia 


poſſeſſes the Magnet that attracts the 
Multitude: Surely it cannot act with 
repelling Force on you, —Do, 5 Pons 
der well, be not ſevere.” 1 will 
make over to you my Intereſt, and 


I think I can ſeeure your Blection. 


_ you with een 
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Lord RurLand to Mrs. c 
N LI TOx. 


Accepted an Invitation Sen my 

Friend Wallace, to diverſify the 
. and in the hope that Change of 
Place, and different Society, might, 
in ſome Meaſure, effect a Change of 
Sentiment. But, alas! Madam, to a 
Lover every Situation is equally un- 
comfortable, that preſents not the be- 
loved Object — He ſees nothing, he 
enjoys nothing but the darling Idea, 
There was a Time when the Conver- 
fation of Wallace was ſufficient to my 
Happineſs, but now. his Gaiety is diſ- 
cordant, his Piſecurſe i is inſipid, his 
Advice tireſome. The Attentions 
paid me by Mr. and Mrs, Sommers, 
and their, really beautiful Daughter, 
ale only Inceaſe offered w my Rank. 
They 
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They diſguſt me. Lydia Sommers, in 
the Bloom of Lovelineſs, and with 


the unſtudied Manners of Ruſtic Sin- 


cerity, blends in her Character a Fond- 
neſs for Parade, and a Feminine Soft- 
neſs. She loves Wallace's Perſon, and 
ſhe idolizes my Title. She ſometimes 
yields to the Emotions of her Heart, 
and at others indulges the Suggeſ- 
tions of Ambition. Ah, Madam! 


Nature never formed another Fany 


Meadows. ' Lydia Sommers has rural 
Simplicity, but ſhe does not poſſeſs 
the artleſs Elegance of my Fanny — 
Mine, did I ſay ? Oh that I could 


realize the Expreſſion! But my 


. in Life are NEE * 


Mr. 72 Mrs. Sommers pie to 


279} 


conſider me as a Being of a ſuperior | 


Order, and annex to the Advantages 
of Rank, a ſupreme Degree of Felici- 
ty,—1 even ficken at the frequent! Re- 


NI petition 
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petition of my Title, which'is a Sound 
moſt delightfully familiar to their 
Lips. — Great God! is it poſſible 


that any one ſhould debaſe the real 


Dignity of Human Nature, by an 
undue Eſtimation for mere Titular 


Diſtinctions! My Rank and For- 


tune would, indeed, have been the 
Means of Happineſs, could I have 
ſhared them with Fanny Meadows ! 
But now, vain Preheminence ! empty 
Poſſeſſions! 

W * # * 


I reſume my Pen with a more 
grateful Senſe of the Goodneſs of Pro- 
vidence. Wealth is a real Advan- 


tage, I own—1I feel it. Ihavereſcued 


a Family from Diſtreſs. I have ſaved 
an intended Victim from the Jaws of 
Deſtruction. How painful, for Age 


and Sickneſs, to ſtruggle with the 
racking Gripe of Poverty! How 


ſevere the Fall, from Afuence to Pe- 
— nury ! 


— OO. a . ed pe 


Fanny Maanows: ity 


nury ! Gracious Heaven!. can there 
be a more delightful Senſation. than I 
have experienced! No Gratification- 
of Paſſion can yield any Enjoyment 
equal to the Indulgence of Benevo- 
lence, My Heart expands with 
Tranſport — The unhappy Family 
know not the Source from whence the 
ſeaſonable Aſſiſtance flowed. —I ſpare 
them the humiliating Acknowkdg- 
ment of a fancied Obligation — The 
Approbation of a gratified Heart is 
ſufficient Recompence, and I imparted 
to theſe miſerable Sufferers as to the 
Repreſentatives of The SAVIOUR of 
MANKIND. 


1 will repine no more — The moſt 
delightful, the moſt ennobling Offices 
of Humanity are till within my 
Power. I am more reconciled to my 
Fate May the amiable Fazay be hap- | 
py⸗ and I am reſigned, — Tell me, 
Madam, when any Opportunity * 
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of contributing to her Felicity, and | 
make me the Inſtrument of ſecuring 


it. Ah! can I then ſupport the 
Thought, that another will ever diſ- 


poſſeſs me of her Heart? Can I think 
this, und preſerve Life? I hope I 
can — She never will be mine — She 
has Virtues to adorn the Conjugal 
State, and I will learn—if poſſible — 
I will learn to wiſh her to become — 
the Wife of another, Can I ever be 
capable of this painful Self-denial ? 
I know not my own Reſolution — I 
ought to do it; may my Duty influ- 
ence my Practice! But Human 
Power alone is inſufficient to accom- 
pliſn the arduous Taſk. Adieu, dear 
Madam ! — Do not permit the excel- 
lent Fanny to indulge a Suppoſition 
that I can ever forget her—I will en- 
deavour to ſubdue my Paſſion ; but to 
Joes her—Impoſſible! The Friend 
mall take Place of the Lover, and ſhe 
will be ever the Object of my Eſteem, 

| though 
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though I muſt not indulge”! a mote 
tender Sentiment. e 


— 4 
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L E T T E R xXxV. 
Lord RV TAN ts Mrs. C As- 
TLETON. 
vou. hs me, Madem, the — 

ter of Mr. Scarſdale *, and I find 
the Enquiry is made on Miſs Ormeſty's 
Account, to whom he has addreſſed 
Propoſals.— Warn the unhappy Lady 
of her Danger, for to wed him would 
be unavoidable Deſtruction. Is it 
poſſible, dear Madam, that Human 
Nature can be ſo depraved, as to de- 
light in occaſioning Miſery ? Or is 
there a Selfiſhneſs in ſome Minds, 
which renders them inſenſible to o- 
thers Sufferings, whilſt they can enjoy 
their own narrow Gratifications? I 


have ſaved an innocent Girl from this 
cruel Spoiler, She is married, and 


_ — — * 


2 This Va of Mrs. Colin) 2 FORE not 


— 


removed 
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removed to a diſtant Part of the 
Country, but the Wretch has no 
ſooner loſt his intended Prey, than he 
lays Snares to entrap another. How 
is Wealth abuſed, when it be- 
comes the Property of ſuch a Pe- 
luder as Scarſdale ! — He has ſeen 
this young Creature only twice, but 
he finds it to be impoſſi ble to live with- 
out her! He is certain no one ever 
loved to the Extremity he does — He 
would © give the Half of his For- 
tune to purchaſe Miſs Newton's Fa- 
vour.” To make the Woman he 
loves the Object of the World's Con- 
tempt, and the Martyr to his Paſſion. 
Deteſted be the Name of Love, if 
ſuch are its Effects! But it cannot 
be— True Love is an Emanation 
from the Deity, and no polluted Cur- 
rent can flow from ſo pure a Source, 
Even Paſſion, when blended with ſach 
an Affection of the Mind, partakes 
ſomewhat of this divine Eſſence, — 

Ir 
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It is not, however, to me that Scarf. 
dale has imparted his Deſigns — Wal- 
lace is his 'Confidant — I betrayed the 
Truſt, he ſays, repoſed in me, and am 
unworthy of the Friendſbip of a Man 
of Honour, Ah! how are theſe ſacred 
Names ptofaned as well as that of 
Love, If I had affiſted him to the 
Ruin of his future Hope, he would 
have accounted me his F riend ; but 
for diſappointing his preſent Purſuit, 
he miſtakes me for his Enemy. He 
enjoined Secreſy to Wallace, leſt his 
Scheme ſhould be circumyented, but 
he is preparing every Engine to un- 
dermine the Virtue of Miſs Newton, 
leſt ſhe ſhould alſo deſert the Place; 
for it ſeems ſhe is ſoon to be married, — 
My Friend knows nothing perſonally 
of Miſs Newton, but has heard ſhe is 
very amiable. — She may be ignorant 
of the infamous Character of Scar/- 
dale, and his ſpecious Appearance may 
engage her Affections. I will write 
>> | 5 — 
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to the intended Victim, and, if 
poſſible, prevent her from becom- 
ing a Sacrifice. May Miſs Ormeſby 
eſcape the Arts of this Deceiver! 
e dear Madam, 10 00 


Yours moſt © unkignedy, 


E 
f 4 ; * 


| Rvriany; 


LET. 
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LETTER XXXVI. 


Lord RUTLAND to Mrs. CA 8 
T L. E T ON. 


6 you have red it, 
Madam ? Your Nephew has 
turned Knight-Errant, and has reſ- 
cued diftreſſed Beauty from the un- 
hallowed Graſp of a brutal Raviſher. 
My Friend Wallace and myſelf went 

out early this Morning on a Hunting 
Party. — The Chace led us much 
further from Home than we pro- 
poſed. My Horſe was remarkably 
eager for the Sport, and fatigued me 
by his Impatience. I forced him 
from the reſt, and determined to ram- 
ble back (my Servants with me) ano- 
ther Way. My Mind, however, was 
ſoon intent upon a very different Em- 
ploy ment than that of obſerving the 
Road; but I was rouſed from my 
Contemplation by the violent Shrieks 
of 
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of a Female Voice, which iſſued from 
an adjacent Wood. I reached the 
Place in a few Moments, when I per- 
_ ceived three Men mafked, attempting 
to force a Lady into a Chariot and 
Four. She ſcreamed moſt piteouſly, 
but her Cries were unavailing. Juſt 
as I came up, one of the Men had 
lifted her into the Chariot. I de- 
manded the Reaſon of this violent At- 
tack, and one of the three Villains 
anſwered—* A horrid Buſineſs, faith! 
— I wiſh I had never engaged in it.“ 
The principal Actor in this Deed of 
Baſeneſs now turned towards me, and, 
ſtarting back, Lord Rutland! cried 
he—Confuſion! again prevented by 
him! - His Exclamation, and the 
known Character and Intentions of 
Scarſdale, convinced me it could be 
no other than him. I approached 
him: “ Mr. Scarſdale! is it poſſible 
you can be engaged in ſo deteſtable a 
Villainy?“ „ Whatever I am en- 

Vol. I. O gaged 
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gaged in, anſwered he, I have Cou- 
rage to execute. My Friend, fall on.“ 
« Not I, truly, ſaid he who had firſt 
ſpoken, I am quite rejoiced to be rid 
of this infamous Affair.“ He then 
clapped Spurs to his Horſe, and was 
out of Sight in a Moment.— Scarſdale 
ſeemed to be intimidated at this un- 
expected Deſertion — The others, I 
found, were only Servants. — In a 
reſolute Manner I infiſted on his re- 
ſigning the Lady. He then recovered 
ſome Degree of falſe Spirit, drew his 
Sword, and attacked me ſo unexpect- 
edly, that I had certainly been wound- 
ed, had not the Lady haſtily thrown 
herſelf between me and the Sword, 
and received its Point in her Arm. I 
can't expreſs how much I was ſhocked 
at this Accident. She immediately 
fainted in my Arms, which I extended 
to ſupport her, and the cowardly 
Scarſdale; finding himſelf unobſerved, 
took the Opportunity of making his 
Eſcape, 
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Eſcape, I ſuppoſe behind one of his 
Servants. As ſoon as the Lady re- 
covered from her Swoon, I lifted her 
to the Chariot, after binding my 
Handkerchief round her Arm, which 
bled very faſt, and deſired the Poſti]- 
lions to drive gently to the neareſt 
Houſe. They were diſpoſed, I found, 
to oblige me; and one of them told 
me, there was a Farm Houſe within 
half a Mile, where they would ſet us 
down. I ſupported the Lady during 
this ſhort Journey. You will wiſh me 
to be more particular in my Defcrip- 
tion of her, but my Divinity was 
wrapped in a Cloud. She was muffled 
up in a long Cloak, and wore a Maſk, 
I had attempted to withdraw the Maſk, 
to give her Air, but ſhe recovered 
before I had removed it, and gently 
put away my Hand. 


As ſoon as we were ſeated in the 
Chariot, Permit me, Sir, ſaid ſhe 
in a Whiſ per, to remain perſonally un- 

O 2 known 
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known to you, But my Gratitude—” 
She ſtopped—ſhe ſeemed to ſtruggle 
for Expreſſion, but was incapable of 
Utterance, Shethenclaſped her H ands, 
and lifted her Eyes to Heaven, in 
mental Thankfulneſs. Juſt as we ar- 
rived at the Place of our Deſtination, 
ſhe drew herſelf from my ſupporting 
Arms, and, dropping on her Knees— 
OO, my Preſerver! ſaid ſhe, in a low 
tremulous Tone, I have not been a 
light Creature Indeed, indeed, I am 
not guilty, but miſerable—I owe you 
more,” —I raiſed her immediately. 
„ Ah! Madam, returned I, did not 
you. hazard your Life to preſerve 
mine?” —She looked earneſtly upon 
me—She preſſed her Hand to her 
Heart : At that Moment the Chariot 
ſtopped. 
I carried her into the Houſe, The 
People viewed us with Countenances 
of Wonder and Surprize. She faintly 


told them her Name was Newton, that 
| ſhe 
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ſhe begged to lie down for an Hour, 
and then ſhe doubted not being able to 
return home.—The Readineſs with 
which 'theſe good People offered to 
aſſiſt her, convinced me ſhe was known 
and beloved. —I begged ſhe would 
permit her Wound to be examined, 
and, without waiting for an Anſwer, 
diſpatched a Servant of the Farmer on 
one of my Horſes, for the neareſt 
Surgeon. The Lady aſſured me it 
was unnecefſary.—l intreated ſhe would 
give me Leave to attend her home, if 
the Surgeon's Opinion was favour- 
able.“ Sir, ſaid ſhe, as ſhe quitted 
the Room, if you wiſh to ſerve me, 
do not by any Means wiſh to know 
more of me. My Gratitude can never 
be leſs lively.” Her Voice was ſcarcely 
articulate, I was very much affected 
by her Behaviour, but, influenced by 
her earneſt Requeſt, I did not attempt 
to diſcover her Secret.—** She is a 
ſweet Creature, cried the Farmer, it is 


Meat and Drink to her to do Good,” 
O 3 I was. 
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1 was pleaſed with the Man's Ex- 
preſſion, who would, I make no doubt 
have expatiated farther on the Subject 
had I made any Enquiries ; but to avoid 
even the Appearance of a Curioſity 
ſhe wiſhed to repreſs, I walked to 

meet the Surgeon, who ſoon arrived, 
and pronounced the Wound to be fo 
ſight, that it would be healed in a few 
Days. I rewarded him for this pleaſ- 
ing Intelligence, and then ſent up to 
the Lady to know if I might be per- 
mitred to take a perſonal Leave of her. 
She excuſed herſelf on Account of her 


Weakneſs, but intreated me to accept 
the Thanks of an ever grateful Heart. 
I ordered a Poſt Chariot to attend till 


the Lady choſe to return.—I then 


deſired the Farmer to inſtruct me how 
to regain the Road to Mr. Wallace's, 
and he ſent one of his Men with me. 


My Friend had been uneaſy at my 
Abſence, and my Return ſeemed to 
occaſion general Satisfaction. I was 

raillied 
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raillied on my Adventure, and ridicul- 
ed for my Inſenſibility and Want of 
Curioſity. Be it ſo; Though I am 
happy in having been the Inſtrument 
of ſuccouring Diſtreſs, I am indifferent 
about the perſonal Graces of the Lady. 
But what a Wretch is Scar/dale ! 
Love! Did he call it Love? O ill- 
timed Thought.” He had wounded 
the Object of his Paſſion, he feared 
Puniſhment, and the Coward fled. — 
He left her (he knew not to the con- 
trary) in the Arms of Death. May his 
Diſappointment produce Remorſe and 
Amendment! We have enquired af- 
ter him. He is not returned home. I 
ſuppoſe he is too much aſhamed of his 
Undertaking to ſhew his Face. Good 
Night! dear Madam. I am really 
fatigued, and can only ſubſeribe my- 
ſelf 


Tour dutifully affectionate 
Rur LAND. 


L E T- 
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IL. E TT ER XXXVII. 
Fanny Mrapows to Lord 
| RUTLAND. . 6 


1 Did not believe it poſſible for me 
to feel an Increaſe of Eſteem and 
Gratitude for Lord Rutland; but his 
Protection of Miſs Newton has con- 
ferred the higheſt Obligation on Fan- 
ay. Meadows. Yes, my Lord, it was 
that unhappy Girl who was become 
the Sport of lawleſs Paſſion, and 
very near falling a Victim to ſavage 
_ Cruelty, 

To avoid your generous Purſuits, I 
changed my Name, and, in the ſhock- 
ing Conteſt, I concealed my Perſon as 
much as poſſible from your Obſerva- 
tion. But what? Words cannot do 
Juſtice to ſo exalted a Character. Had 
you known me to have been the Ob- 
ject of Mr. Scar/dale's Paſſion, ſome 
Remains of a too tender Attachment 

might 
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might have pleaded for me, and been 
blended with a nobler Motive for my 
Preſervation : But now - a ſuppoſed 
Stranger you are, indeed, an Inſtru- 
ment of Heaven. Beſt of Men! the 
livelieſt Repreſentative of Providence! 
Yet whilſt I feel, whilft I indulge an 
increaſed Regard for ſuch unequalled 
Merit, I rejoice that I was not influ- 
enced by it to make any Conceſſion 
fatal to your Peace and Character. 
The Wife of Lord Rutland ſhould 
poſſeſs every Perfection that can adorn 
Mortality. — Birth, Fortune, every 
Excellence. — Permit me, my Lord; 
in the humble Vale of Obſcurity, to 
reverence the Virtues it was impoſſi- 
ble for me to reward, 


My preſent Benefactreſs ſupplies to 
me, as far as is in her Power, the Loſs 
of Mrs. Caſtleton's maternal Tender- 
neſs. (Ah! muſt I ſtill lament my 
Ignorance of the Fate of a real Pa- 
| kent.) 
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rent.) She removes with me to 2 
diſtant Seat in another County, far, 
I hope, from the Obſervation of de- 
figning Libertines. Young as I am, 
I ſhould be diſguſted with the World, 
but that the Virtues of a Rutland and 
a Caſtleton reconcile me to it. Fare- 
well! my Benefactor, my Preſerver, 
my Guardian Angel! 


I am, 


With the livelieſt Senſe of your 
F avours, 


Your Lordſhip's 
Moſt obliged and grateful, 


FRANCE MEA DOs. 


End of the FigsT Volume. 
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